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PREFACE. 



THE idea of this little book^ was sug- 
gested by seeing y ir^ a book shop, the title of a 
new work called^*^ The Greatest Plague in 
Life, or the adventures of a Lady in search 
of a servant.'' I have never seen or read 
the work, and this is not written in opposi- 
tion to that book, which may, for aught J 
know, be fraught with truth. 

But the thought struck my mind, that ser- 
vants hate not always the ability to write 
for themselves, and never the leisure, and, 
in consideration of that, I took up my pen 
in their service, and became, in this way, 
A Servant of Servants, 



The. Greatest Blessing of Life, b. 

CHAPTER I. 

The Fashionable SiKistreM. 

Catherins Sinclair, was the eldest 
child of a country Shoe-maker who lived 
in a back country village of New-England. 
James Sinclair was a worthy Christian, but 
of a slender constitution ; his wife had died 
at the birth of their fourth child, and, ever 
since, Catherine had supplied her place in 
their little family. They were poor, but 
managed to live by hiring a little land and 
by the profits of their trade, till, in an evil 
hour, a neighbor who had been success^I, 
persuaded James to remove to a great city 
at a far distance from his rural home. The 
change in his manner of life« oonfinad air, 



6 THE fASHIONABLE HI8TR188. 

and close employment, threw him into a 
consumption, and his lingering sickness 
absorbed the little savings he had laid by 
for his family, whom he tenderly loved. 
Calling his daughter Catherine to his bed- 
side, a little before his death, he sp»ke to 
her to this effect, — " My dear child, I am 
about to leave you, but do not grieve for 
your father, who is dying in peace ; you 
are a believer, and know where to look for 
consolation when I am gone,-— I know 
you will take good care of the children, 
Catherine, for you have always been like 
a faithful mother to them. I meant to give 
you a trade, but this sickness has spoiled 
all my plans; yet all is for the best; you 
will have to go out to service, in order to 
maintain the children till they can do for 
themselves. Mary is twelve, now; she 
geUi slop work and will keep the house. 
Richard and Charles must be kept at 
aehool, (and, thank God there are free- 
schools,) till they are old enough to labor 
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tbemaelyeB. I don't want them to be pat 
into the factories, and oyer- worked at their 
tender age. And, dear Catherine, look up 
to Jesns to protect jour fatherlen yoath. 
I am not afraid that aught will hurt you, 
while you keep near him . " So eayingi the 
dying «nan affectionately kissed his weep- 
ing child, and not many hours after expired. 
» « « « « « «,« 

(( Do you want to hire ?" said the meek 
and sweet voice of a young girl, to Mrs. 
Roberts, the housekeeper of the wealthy, 
and highly fashionable family of Arling- 
tons; *'do you want to hire V said she, 
presenting herself at the door of the pri- 
vate parlor of that official. «' Why, I don't 
know, exactly," said the goodly and portly 
Mrs. [loberts, lifting uphei speetaoJes, sAd 
pushing back her chair from the fire, eye* 
ing the girl closely, all the while. ^ Come 
in, and I will talk with you ; where did you 
live last ?" <* I have never lived out at ser- 
vice yet," replied the young girl. " Aint 
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you the girl that has been loolj^ing about 
for a pla«e, a week or two past?" ** Tea, 
Ma'am, 1 am; they all would give me lit- 
tle or no wages for what I could do, bo, 
hearing they wanted help here, I came, 
hoping that, as Mrs. Arlington was a very 
rich lady, she would give me more." '^ Mrs. 
Arlington," said Mrs. Roberts, *' does not 
trouble her head about these things, I man- 
age all my own way. How old are you, 
and what can you do.^" '* Fifteen years 
old, Ma*am, and am willing to work; I 
don't understand nice cooking, but 1 can 
do chamber work, and all that sort." 
'' Then, as I want a girl about your size, 
and am quite sick of these vagabond Irish- 
ers, and the Abolitionists have spoiled all 
the Niggers, I will take you on trial for 
fifty cents a week, to do anything you can.*' 
" Fifty cents a week!" thought the young 
candidate; ** with all the slop work poor 
Mary can do, it will never pay for the 
room and feed poor littla Charles and Rich- 
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ard. FiAy cents a week !" said she, (and 
the tears sprang to her sweet bine eyes,) 
•• is that all you can give me ?" " Yes, in- 
deed,*' rejoined Mrs. Roberts, "and quite 
enough for such a slim slip of a thing as 
you are, but," (lowering her voice to a Con- 
fidential tone) if you will do some little pri- 
vate jobs for me, I will give you twenty- 
five cents, out of my own pocket, which 
will make quite handsome pay." Cather- 
ine looked down ; a sort of indistinct un- 
easiuess came over her at the mention of 
private jobs; but the thought of the poor 
little brothers predominated. **I will come," 
said she, ** and try; but can't I see Mrs. 
Arlington ?" «* La ! bless me !" said Mrs. 
Roberts, " what would that signify ? every 
thing in this house, as to woman's help, is 
as I say." ** But will she be a good Lady to 
serve ?" ** Seems to me," quoth Mrs. Ro- 
berts, ** you are very queer ; don't you un- 
derstand that Mrs. Arlington has nothing 
to do in the matter ? she is rwy yoyag)^ - 



10 THK FA8BI0irABI.E M18TRB88. 

and always gives in to my judgment.' ' 
«( Ezcase me," said Catherine, " bat I al- 
ways thought half the battle, in living out, 
was to get a good mistress." '^Toung 
folks, especially servants, think altogeth- 
er too much for their good, these times," 
said the sapient Mrs .Roberts, ** but go now, 
and come to-morrow early to your place." 
The next morning saw our Catherine in 
her new station. ** Do tell me if that is 
the new girl," said the cook, to the wait- 
ing girl, " she will never do here, she is too 
up in the instep ; why she is primmed up 
as nice as anybody here, in the morning." 
Poor Catherine, in consideration of her 
going into such a very top genteel family, 
had put on all she had, pretty or sightable, 
in her wardrobe, rather more than was 
usually put on at the morning toilettes of 
the servants of the Arlington's. Her coun- 
try finery, and her rustic simplicity, made 
her the subject of a general titter, as she 
entered the kitten at breakfast time and 
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attempted to take her seat, — *^ Gome, don't 
sit there, «« said the cook, — (the lady para- 
mount of that ascendancy ; as very a ty- 
rant in her sphere, as the Autocrat of the 
Russias,) ** that is my place ;" CathehiM 
timidly tried the next seat ; *' not there, 
that is Jane's place; nor that neither,*' 
s^id she -, as Catherine essayed «to take 
another seat-«that is Peter's place. — Ca'nt 
you take your victuals, child, and sit down 
on that seat by the fire, and eat there P I'll 
give you something ;" so she gave her a 
plate with a slim allowance indeed; but 
Catherine took it quietly. 

Having given her last nights supper, 
however, to her little brothers, she wss 
very hungry, and her mouth watered tor 
file viands before her ; at length she ven- 
tured to ask the eook for a very imaH piece 
«f beef 8teak-^< No,*' eaid the c<«>]i, " there 
is very little left, and that I mean to keep 
for a particular relish for myself, when 1 
get faint in the forenoon . ' ' Catherine soen 
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found that her business here seemed to be 
to do every disagreeable thing the rest 
were unwilling to do — she was chamber- 
maid, housekeeper's and cook's assistant, 
although, nominally^ under chambermaid, 
— between them all, she worked from ear- 
ly in the morning, to late at night, and, 
though the house was one of profuse abun- 
dance, through the tyranny of the cook, 
and the management of the housekeeper, 
she fared often scantily. But Catherine's 
christian cheerfulness kept her content, al- 
though often well snubbed, both in kitchen 
and parlor. 

Mrs. Roberts had, as yet, said nothing 
of the private jobs; but, one day, as Ca- 
therine was arranging the table in the 
breakfast room, Mrs. Roberts came in. 
'' Come into my room,*' said she, *' to night 
after supper ; I want to to see you for 
something." Catherine went at night as 
desired, and, Mrs. Roberts calling her in, 
begun disoourse on this wise. ** Ton 
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remember Mrs. Tuttle, the laundress and 
grocer's wife, where you went yesterday ? 
well, take this basket under your cloak to 
her, and take what she gives you, and 
oon^e straight to me ; if you meet anybody, 
and they ask yovC where jou are going, 
tell them it is Mrs. Roberts' dirty clothes, 
going to Mrs. Tuttle*B. "-Catherine depart- 
ed, and it never occurred to the simple- 
hearted little soul, that her freight might 
not be according to Mrs. Roberts' bill of 
lading — dirty clothes — and that this was 
one of the conditional ** private jobs." 
Going through the hall, she encountered 
Peter, a witty and saucy fellow, who had 
long been in Mr. Arlington's service. 
" Where are you hurrying so fast ?'* said 
he to Catherine." »* To Mrs. Tuttle's, with 
Mrs. Roberts's dirty clothes." "You 
know better, you little rogue," said he ; 
" come, let me see these dirty clothes." 
" Let them alone," said Catherine, who 
still thought no harm,—" You don't cheat 
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me," said Peter, ** I found all this out 
VI hen Bridget O'Brien was in your place, 
and always took toll out of her basket, — 
but I know it is nothing less than some of 
the good things which Mrs. Roberts ex- 
changes for some delicate spiced cordial, 
prepared and sold by Mrs. Tuttle, and 
used by Mrs. Roberts, by way of night-cap^ 
and here," said he, forcibly breaking the 
strong string which confined the lid of the 
basket, and raising the coyer, "here is 
proof, if you do not believe me." True 
enough, almost the whole of a large fowl 
surmounted a yery choice sort of pudding, 
and beneath that nestled a paper of the 
best hyson, and a quantity of crushed loaf- 
sugar. — " Where did she get these ?" said 
Catherine, astonished, ^ and why did she 
tell me a falsehood!" "Best known to 
herself," quoth Peter; "but step here with 
me into the pantry, and let me cut a slice 
or. two of that nice fowl for my supper, 
Mig. Tuttle may have the rest." "No," 
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said Catherine, *' you must give me back 
the basket, and I will go to Mrs. Roberts 
and find out what this means." **Then 
you will find out what it means to be turn- 
ed out of doord," said Peter; **you had 
better do as 1 say." " Would you have 
me dishonest?" said Catherine, as she took 
the basket which Peter yielded up the 
more readily, as he heard the sound of 
footsteps drawing near. Catherine went 
directly to Mrs. Roberts, who was surpris- 
ed to see her back so soon. ** You have 
returned very soon," said she. Catherine 
simply detailed what had just taken place. 
Mrs. Roberts's crimson flushed into purple 
and her eyes dilated, as she rose and ap- 
proached the unfortunate Catherine ; <' you 
may take yourself out of the house," said 
she, " for the greatest fool that was ever in 
it; yov want to make a towse, here in 
the house, does ye ? I find you, saints, 'are 
worse than the vagabond Irisher8."r-So 
saying, she pushed her out of the door. 
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rang the bell violently, and Peier appear- 
ed. " Here, Peter," said she, "turn this 
huzzj oat of doors, who has been stealing 
a whole basket full of provision for herself 
and her iamily." Catherine would have 
spoken. *< Silbhce,'' thundered Mrs. Ro- 
berts, «*you are well off not to be put in 
jail; and, Peter, when you have locked her 
out, come up to me." Peter obeyed, but, 
conscience stricken, slipped half a dollar 
into Catherine's hand. Mrs. Roberts was, 
in her way, a profound diplomatist ; she 
knew that Peter was a favorite in the fam- 
ily. He knew th<« power and influence 
Mrs. Roberts had acquired — They feared 
each other ; so the two made a treaty of 
amity, that night, the leading tern^ of 
which were, that Peter should do Mrs. Ro- 
berts's private errands, and he, on his part, 
was to enjoy certain perquisites, peculiarly 
in the gift of Mrs. Roberts ; so thus^ these 
two worthies shook hands with each other, 
while the poor young lamb, Catherine, 
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pursued her way to her little garret home, 
through a thickly falling snow. Strange 
thought to a worldling ! she had the light- 
est heart of the three, for her good consci- 
ence went with her, likiB a smiling angel, 
and she lay down on her straw pallet, in a 
state monarchs might envy. 



CHAPTER II. 
The Notable MimtrenB. 

The next morning, although there had 
been a heavy snow, Catherine prepared to 
recommence her search for a place, leaving 
the silver, Peter had given her, to supply 
present wants. She had prepared herself 
for new trials, by seeking strength where 
help alone is found, and, kissing the two 
" little boys, descended the stairs with light 
steps.— She was surprised, on opening the 
door, to encounter Peter, with a warm 
brown loaf in his hand. *< Here,** said he, 
** this is for the children. It is not stolen, 
or else I know you would not take it. I 
am a wicked fellow, and I know it, but it 
mado my heart ache to turn you out of 
doors in that storm, and I now will try to 
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put yovL in a way of getting a place ; there 
is an Intelligence Office, at the head of the 
street, where you can find almost just such 
a place as you want, and here is a little 
money to pay the man ; take it, for it is no 
more than right, as I was the means of get- 
ting you turned off, though I think you 
were more nice than wise about the bas- 
ket." *» I think all sorts of stealing very 
wicked," said Catherine. "Suppose it 
is," said Peter, " housekeepers, in rich 
tamilies, always have some little perqui- 
sites; the cook has hers, and I have mine." 
" l!ut does Mr. and Mrs. Arlington know 
this ?" " Oh, I don't know, but it is an 
understood thing." His logic failed to 
convince Catherine, though she thanked 
him for his kindness, and gave him some 
few words of advice. Catherine had heard 
her father tell, when at home, in how 
many ways young girls from the country 
were entrapped, and, from cautious pru- 
dence, had, hitherto, shunned all intelli- 
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gence offices, good or bad, but her case 
was desperate; she knew nobody ; ^nd if 
she did not work, her brothers would suffer. 
Away then she hurried to the intelligence 
office. A Lady was in the office; *' remem- 
ber, Mr. Jackson," said the Lady, " 1 want 
a good active girl from the country ;" and 
then observing Catherine, — '* do you want 
a place ?" said she ; »* Yes Ma'am," was 
the reply. " Where are you from ?" 
" From the country." " That is just what 
I^want. How old are you?" "Fifteen." 
" Rather young, but you will want less wa* 
ges ; will you come and live with me for a 
dollar a week ? we keep but one servant, 
but my work is very light; a smart girl can 
have all her evenings, and some of her af- 
ternoons to herself." '*I should like to 
come and try if I can do the work," said 
Catherine. " Who have you lived with ?" 
enquired the Lady. " I have never lived 
in any family but at Mr. Arlington's for a 
week," replied Catherine. ** And did they 
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give you no character?" "No, Ma'am; 
I was turned off," said Catherine, inno- 
cently. "And for what?" said the Lady, 
with a side smile to Mr. Jackson. " I do 
not like to tell," said Catherine, " but it 
was not any fault of mine." " If you will 
sit here in the shop," said Mrs. Stanley, 
** 1 will return in a short time ;" so sayings 
■he retired, ascended the cab which was in 
waiting for her, and rode off to Mrs. Ar- 
lington's. — She was ushered into a room, 
where the rich, beautiful and fashionable 
Mrs. Arlington, was reclining on a couch, 
reading the last new novel ; as lamentably 
indi^erent to every thing out of her own 
sphere of high ton as some favorite of an 
Eastern harem of the world at large. She 
was, indeed, a striking contrastiin her ele- 
gant refined ease, to the quick and active 
. Mrs. Stanley. Both were equally worldly. 
But of the one, her business was pleasure, 
of the other, her pleasure waa business — > 
Over each of them the illusions of life were^ 
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80 potent, that they were entirely indiffer- 
ent to another. They occupied their seats 
at church, on Sunday ; one meditating ^ 
schemes of business, the other revoWing 
future pleasures. — Mrs Stanley eyed the 
elegant fashionable, %ith secret scorn of 
her uselessness ; and Mrs. Arlington was 
shocked at the abrupt vivacity with which 
Mrs. Stanley disclosed her errand. She 
heard her errand through, and ringing the 
bell, Peter appeared. «' Peter," said she 
languidly, " go and enquire of Mrs. Ro- 
berts, the character of one Catherine Sin- 
clair, who lefl here last night, for some 
reason or other, for, really, there are so 
many, coming and goings I cannot remem- 
ber them." Peter heard, and at once re- 
solved what todo ; he only prettnd§d to go 
to Mrs Roberts, and returning, said, "- Mrs. 
Roberts was too much engaged to come 
herself, but bade him tell the Lady, that 
Catherine was a very good girl, only there 
was a difficulty between her and one of the 
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older servanta, and Mrs. Roberts thought 
it best to dismiss her. Not a word of enqui^ 
rj.did Mrs. Arlington make ', and this lazj 
indifference had won for her the name of 
a ladj vrfy easy to live with, among tho 
domestics of the city. 

Mrs. Stanley taking leave, returned to 
the office, congratulating herself on the 
personal freedom from the abominable sin 
of laziness. — She immediately engaged 
Catnerinc, and, seating her in the cab, or- 
dered the cabman to drive to her residence. 

Mrs. Stanley, with whom Catherine wa« 
to make her second essay, was a very no- 
table ^ew-£ngland housewife. The ener- 
gy of the Yankee character was worked 
out in good earnest, in her household ar- 
rangements, and, to enter within the sphere 
where she delighted to move, one would 
think that the all important business of 
Heaven and earth, was to eat and drink, 
and to keep ever^ thing bright and shining, 
and in the most perfect order within her 
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domicil : for this the older ones were put 
lo school, and each iiMtructed haby had its 
rule. She was the mother of six children, 
and the wife of a thriring husiness-man. 
The children were sent to school as soon, 
almost, as thej could walk, and when at 
home, were under such discipline, that it 
was often her hoast, that thej did not dare 
to say, "their souls were their own." 
When they returned from school, they 
were made to keep still, lest they should 
dirty their pinafores or trowsers. Mr. Stan - 
ley himself understood the rules to the let- 
tei; always took off his India rubbers on 
the steps, and in speaking of his merits, 
his good lady never failed to remark, as his 
highest praise, that he never brought a 
speck of dirt into the house, and never put 
the Uastest thing out of place. He 100^, 
indeedy exeeedijtgly well trained. 

This couple had as little realization of 
another and a higher life, as aiiy in pagan 
lands. Our civilized, chii^rch-going, gospel 
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heathen, are thicker than musquitoes in a 
marsh. The children went to Sunday 
school, and drummed through their lessons. 
The Master, Mistress and family went to 
church, and drowsed or dreamed through 
Ijie services. 

Ii was well for them to attend to their 
business, and keep their house in order, 
but it was sad that this was their highest 
aim. The highest pleasure of the house- 
hold, was a well dressed dinner; what 
could the children be, under such an influ- 
ence ? yet good came out of Nazareth. 

Into this household came Catherine, and 
Mrs. Stanley read her a lecture coming 
home. ** You will have to sleep up gar- 
ret," said she ; ** it is rather cold, but a nice 
place; I make my little boys sleep up there 
in summer, in order that the chambers may 
be kepUnicely; you must have your house 
shoes and yard shoes ; you will have al- 
ways to slip your shoes off when you go 
up the*front stairs, so as not to soil the car- 
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pet. I see yon are country bred ; yoo. 
must learn to call my daughters Miss, and 
my boys Master ; you must never make 
company with them at all, but keep in your 
place ; you will have three fiires to make in 
the morning ; our cooking, washing, iron- 
ing and cleaning to do under my direction ; 
and, till you get trained, 1 shall never 
leave you a moment, morning or night. 
My last girl used to tend our little Neddy, 
when she got through, but this year, in 
the spring cleaning, when our whole house 
was open and under water a day or two, 
somehow, little Neddy took the croup and 
died.-«l have lost several children that 
time of the year, and never could make 
out what 7t was. I shall not expect you to 
make a bit of dirt, or raise a dust, making 
« these fires ; I will teach you all about it. 

Catherine soon iound her place was no 
«inecure. She knew not how general an 
opinion it was, among ladies who hire. 
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that their work was light ; but Mrs. Stan- 
ley's light work, was a fair sample of this 
sort of easy places. Instead of having any 
time afternoons, she usually- worked till 
late in the evening, which Mrs. Stanley, 
did not fail to attribute to her want of fa^ 
culty. Monday was, all the year round, 
washing day, and, if /sir, ironing day also. 
On this important morning, Mrs. Stanley, 
and Catherine were both up befqre light, 
and their line was filled by sunrise — sum- 
mer and winter. Then Catherine made 
the other fires and prepared breakfast.*— 
The two daughters attended to the eham- 
bers, but were never permitted to descend 
to the kitchen, except alternately once a 
week,— on Fridays,-»when they received, a 
lesson of cookery, under such restrictions, 
as were eminently calculated to associate * 
ill humor and fault finding with that, in i(- 
seli, interesting operation. 

They never had exchanged a word with 
Catherine, except in the form of an order. 
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The only relief Catherine gained from her 
usual toil on Monday was, that the young 
ladies arranged the parlors on that day, 
and on every day, they washed the break- 
fast services. — But, commonly, on Mon- 
days, Catherine's labors ceased not till 
very labe indeed, and then she crept up to 
her cold garret, with her shoes off, but 
oftentimes so tired she could not sleep 
from over exertion. 

Tuesdays and Fridays were baking days ; 
Wednesdays and Saturdays were scrub- 
bing^days. But, besides the iacessant labor, 
was the constant flnnoyanc6 of having Mrs. 
Stanley continually overseeing her, and 
trying her with her extreme paitieularity; 
almost every day she had to scour the 
brasses,' several times over, before they 
could attain ^e expected degree of brill- 
iancy; the dressers must be scoured into 
cream-like whiteness; the whol^estftblish- 
nient must be unblemished. A few drops 
of water spilt would cause a long lecture ; 
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and ailer a little mud brought into the 
house, it would require the whole river 
Lethe, to wash it from the memory of Mrs. 
Stanley. Poor Catherine did the very best 
she could, but, after all, she did not satisfy, 
nor could she hope to satisfy A^rs. Stanley. 
" Catherine is very neat," Mrs. Stanley 
would say, " but, after all, she is not ex- 
actly so neat as 1 like. She works till late 
in the evening ! only think, my light work 
kept about till late in the evening ! By dril- 
ling and drilling myself to death, I have 
taught her to cook very well, if I stand 
over her and tell her over and over, what 
to do. True, she says she can do better if 
I leave her alone, but 1 like to see how my 
food is prepared, and then I know it is clean 
Then another of my trials is this, she is 
very pious, and wont cook much Sundays, 
which is the most convenient day for Mr. 
Stanley to give his friends a dinner. So 
there are my trials ; and yet Catherine is 
Ihe best help I ever had. 



■X 
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Poor Catherine was soon completely 
worn out, but, as Mrs. Stanley gave her 
all the cold victuals for her little family, 
and often made her presents, she tried to 
get along with the en^ormous load of work, 
and would have staid till her health was all 
gone, when, luckily for her life, a little in- 
cident deprived her of her place. It was 
towards spring, and Mrs Stanley's two eld- 
est sons came home in vacation. The 
eldest, Edward, wasjaken very ill of a fe- 
ver, soon afler his return — Catherine had 
never heard a word said about God or reli- 
gion, in that house^since she came into it. 
It would seem as if, indeed, their inward 
thought was, that ** their house should con- 
tinue forever, their dwelling place to all 
generations;*' and even now, when sick- 
ness assailed their dear son, they only stu- 
died that he should not be alarmed. But 
Catherine felt his case ; she was called, one 
night, to watch with the sick youth — no 
one dreaming that she would presume to 
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speak to him of religioiiv — But she did > 
. and 80 it was that her artless words, and 
her humble prayer, awakened him, and, at 
length, in a few days, as she was often 
with htm, he found peace. But he had 
said nothing, as yet. to his parents; in- 
deed, he was too weak to brave the opposi- 
tion he must meet with from them; but, 
one day, Catherine, being left to watch 
the invalid at supper time, was praying 
with him, when one of the young ladies 
came into the room suddenly. She enter- 
ed without speaking; and they knew not 
that she had entered ; but, returning to 
the family room, shea nnounced her discov- 
ery. Mr. and Mrs. Stanley^ were very 
indignant; her presumption was arraigned, 
and the most tender fearit. expressed that 
their poor Edward should be unduly alarm- 
ed. But it was necessary, Mrs. Stanley 
said, that they should move cautiously, for 
fear of exciting Edward in his weak state. 
They waited, therefore, till she came down. 
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and then summoned ber into the room. 
Mr. Stanley handed her the amount of wa- 
ges due to her, and advised her, the next 
family she went into, not to constitute her- 
self the family chaplain, without a special 
call to the <»i&ce. Mrs. Stanley told her, 
if her Edward died from undue alarm, she 
should consider her as the means of his 
death. And, with these and such like ben- 
edictions, they hastened out of their house 
the greatest blessing they had ever had in 
it. 

After leaving there, she found a place 
for one of her brothers, in another city, 
and she removed thither with her little 
family. 



CHAPTER III. 



The OareleM MistreM. 



A very great contrast to Mrs. Stanley, 
was the Lady who next employed our Ca- 
therine. Mrs. Lovell was one of those 
people who take life easy, as the saying is. 
Her help, her children, her husband and 
herself, did pretty much as they pleased. — 
When Catherine first heard of her, she felt 
as if such a place would be a relief, after 
the stern rule of Mrs. Stanley. 

She had learned much there of house- 
hold business, and could now command 
good wages. Afler her removal, she spent 
a week's rest with Mary and her dear lit- 
tle brothers, for whom she had hired a 
snug tenement, in the outskirts of the city. 
She then went to Mrs. Lovell, as cook. 
She had been preceded in her office, by a 
3 
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woman too slack even for the indulgent 
Mrs. Lovell, and she found herself in a 
large, and what would haye been a conven- 
ient kitchen, but that it was a perfect 
scene of confusion and disorder. Cathe- 
rine felt as if she could not work in such a 
place with any degree of comfort, after the 
exact order and neatness to which she had 
been accustomed ; so she very earnestly 
commenced a reformation ; with much la- 
bor she succeeded in bringing order out of 
confusion. The late dingy utensils were 
all cleaned, and the shelves, floors and 
windows thoroughly purified, when Cathe- 
rine set herself about the more immediate 
business as cook. Mrs. Lovell very kindly 
told her she had taken too much trouble, 
and not to do too much, for it would do lit- 
tle good, things would get just as bad as 
ever, soon. Catherine soon found that to 
keep things in order, in that house, was a 
a task that was unending. Mrs. Loveirs 
boys trampled mud all over her floor, pull- 
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ed down her dinhes, greased her shelves, . 
and were always making candy, or doing 
something in the kitchen. Catherine was 
'^^J^y good natured, but, when she saw all 
her labors were for naught, and dirt and 
confusion were to be her portion, she sigh- 
ed, even, for the severe restriction of Mrs. 
Stanley's household. She could not 
have staid there a week, but her feelings 
were quick, and the Lo veils, though care- 
less, were very kind in their bearing to 
her; and Catherine, what would she not do, 
and bear, if kindly used ! She toiled after 
them all, repairing, as well as she could, 
their thoughtless waste and slovenliness ; 
but, at last, she wei;t to Mrs. Lovell, and 
told her that, pleasant as her situation was 
in many respects, she could not stay where 
herl abors to be neat and orderly were in 
vain. Mrs. Lovell expressed much sur- 
prise at this step. " Has anybody offered 
you higher wages?'* said she. **I will 
give you as much as any one." ** No," 
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said Catherine ; if I wanted my wages rais- 
ed, I would tell you so, frankly, but that 
is not the case ; my place would be an ex- 
cellent one if I could have ray kitchen as 1 
want it. I rose early this morning, be- 
fore light, and cleaned every thing nicely, 
and now, oh ! I wish you could see it !*' — 
" But can't Jou give the boys and girls a 
good schooling, and drive them out of the 
kitchen ? Do use a little energy, Cathe- 
rine, I admire energy ! !" Cather.ne 
smiled. Who could help it, to see that 
plump, lazy woman locking to and fro, 
gently, in her stuffed chair, and talking 
about energy ! " Go, Catherine, I give 
you fall authority to lock up the doors, or 
do any thing you please — only don't leave 
us." Catherine thought she would try it a 
little longer, and see how her new plenary 
powers would work. She sat down for a 
few moments, and thought over a few 
rules, which she immediately wrote 
down in a fair large hand, — for she had 
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learned that art in the coiuitry — and pasted 
them up over the fire-place, in the kitchen. 
The first rule was, that no child must 
touch any thing in the kitchen, without 
leave. The second, that the groups of 
school children, who convened there, 
should no longer occupy the kitchen as 
common ground. The third was, that the 
boys should not draw out slides in the 
wash room. The fourth, that there should 
be a whole row of house slippers hung up 
in the kitchen, — the name of their owners 
inside — and no one should enter the kitch- 
en in their muddy shoes. There were 
penalties and rewards. The rewards were 
a privilege to make molasses candy once a 
fortnight— and an evening, every week, 
with Catherine, to hear her tell stones, for 
Catherine's memory was stored with old 
fashioned stories, of old times, which she 
had gathered from that venerable chroni- 
cler of the past, an aged grandmother. Her 
punishment was expulsion from the kitch- 
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en, and that was a great one to the chil- 
dren, for Catherine was very attractive to 
them. Considering her gentle nature, and, 
that her new subjects had never obeyed 
any body in the house, it was wonderful to 
see her success I am not afraid to attrib- 
ute it to the prayer, by which her own spirit 
was disciplined, that she controlled others. 
After some little struggle, she had order in 
her domains, and her young subjects found 
it pleasant to sit down with Catherine in a 
nice clean kitchen. ** Weil," said Marion 
Parks, the chambermaid and nurse, '< if I 
could get things regulated in my part of 
the house, 1 should be thankful. 1 scold 
all day, but to no purpose, and 1 am going 
away.'' « No," said Catherine, laughing, 
<*we will have a revolution up staim, too." 
Marion was a church member, but a very 
crusty one, and she had enough in that 
house to try her temper. * She telt jealous 
of Catherine, would not hear her advice, 
and left her place. Catherine had better 
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success with the next chambermaid — an 
Irish girl — Ellen O'Donnel. Ellen had 
been Viy'mg with one of the despotic sort 
of cooks who, inflamed by high diet, and 
working over the fire, are the terror of the 
kitchen, where they reign. Catherine — 
kind and obliging — soon gained great in- 
fluence over her coadjutor, and gratified 
her own benevolence by redncing Mrs. 
Loveirs domestic Bedlam to perfect order. 
Catherine continued to live there in peace 
And prosperity a long time, when a new 
event took place, which once more threw 
her upon^the world. I had resolved not to 
flay any thing of Catherine's personal beau- 
ty, but to let that secret leak out, as it 
might through her story. If any sensual- 
ist wants to read mere sensual pictures of 
beauty, he may gratify his taste, 1 am sor- 
ry to say, not only in the two-penny papers 
of the day, but even in professedly relig- 
ious books and journals. I am a christian, 
«nd cannot cater to his taste. Her pictnm 
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is best given in the words of one who 
knew the right and pursued the wrong. — 

" On that cheek, and o*er that brow, 
80 soft, so calm, so eloquent. 

The smiles that win, the tints that glow. 
But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent." 

** What a quotation for a servant*.' ' some 
will say. Not so fast, my friend; I have 
seen here, in our New England kitchen , 
specimens of the purest order of beauty, 
high spiritual beauty. Drudgery debases, 
but labor beautifies. But I will not argue 
the matter. Lieutenant Lawrence Lovell 
was now ordered to the Navy Yard, near 
his native eity, and, consequently, was of- 
ten at home. He was no worse and no 
better than mest men of his stamp and pro- 
fession, but he had one disadvantage — 
great personal beauty. Personal beauty, 
' being more rare among men than women, 
is almost universally an evil, except it be 
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united to a strong intellect or real piety. 1 
think it needs both ; Lovell had neither, — 
and therefore, thought no one could resist 
him, — and worshipped his own person. — 
" Mother," said he, ** where did you pick 
up your cook ? She is the finest looking 
girl in the city ; no business to be a cook." 
Very soon, in his visits home, he was 
almost all of the time in the kitchen. His 
mother was too indolent to oppose him, 
any more than by saying, " Now do, Law- 
rence, let Kate alone this morning, — you 
are always bothering her !" It was the 
first time that the tones of love and admi- 
ration had fallen on Catherine's ear. — 
There had been one who, in other days, 
had risen unbidden to her thoughts, but 
she had wisely sought to conquer her feel- 
ings where there was no chance for hope. 
But Catherine, though a sincere christian, 
was not an angel. 1 he love and devotion 
of the young officer afieoted her heart, and 
shu loved him ere she was aware. Now 
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camelhe struggle between duty and afiec- 
tion. He is my superior in life, thought 
«he. He is not a christian. He is a vain, 
gay, young man ; 1 must fly from him. — 
Catherine's resolution, once taken, she 
was never slow in executing it. She went 
to Mrs. Lovell and told her intention. — 
Mrs. Lovell regretted it, but she saw plain- 
ly how things were. *' 1 cannot bear to 
part with you,'* said she, "but I admire 
your decision. 1 am a great admirer of 
decision and force of character, and I like 
your piety, too — I like to see people re- 
ligious." "Mrs LoTell," said Cather- 
ine, **we are about to part, perhaps forev- 
er. It will not do for yon or me to ad- 
mire to see people religious; we must 
seek to obtain it ourselTes." After some 
other similar remarks, Catherine return- 
ed to her little home. So bitter was the 
conflict in her mind, that she was unable for 
some weeks to get a place; bat, at length, 
went to live at Mrs. Lawson's— one ^ the 
leading republican families of the city. 



CHAPTER IV. 
The RepnbUcan Timnt Mi«traM. 

Nobody would erer have dreamed of the 
political theory of the beads of the Lawsun 
family, to have entered their stately man- 
sion ; that is, no ene coald have dreamed it 
who had not learned the non-importance of 
political professions of oar day. These pro- 
fessors are actually s« nnlike what they pro- 
fess to be, that they need a label as mnch as 
the picture of a painter, who, happy in bis 
art, osed te label kis pictures : This is an 
ox — This 18 a horse, — in order that the spec- 
tater might find out what they were. 

Mrs. Lawson combined, what many A- 
merican ladies do, the fashionable lady, and 
fhe complete boose keeper ; that is, her 
housekeeping was complete in its arrange- 
ments, so far as the comfort of her own (am- 
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ily and her guests were concerned ; but oot 
so for her help. Catherine went there one 
of those dark, moddy days, when every- 
thing looks so very doll in a great city; and 
she was taken into the dark, rode kitchen of 
that splendid house, — a sad place, where the 
cheering rays of the sun faintly reached, re- 
flected from close walls on the small win- 
dows. Here she found Mrs. Lawson, not in 
her parlor character as the hospitable, ele- 
gant lady of the house, but as the exacting, 
tyrannical shrew of the kitchen. There 
were commonly foar domestics in this fami- 
ly, and the whole set were chatiged, asual- 
ly, in one revolutien of the moon. Dinner 
was in preparation, and it was a sumptuous 
one, for the parlor family fared sumptQoa<:- 
]y every day. Mrs. Lawson kept her own 
keys, and every thing was under lock and 
key ; and as the lady left the kitchen for a 
few moments, Catherine said to the cook, 
who was preparing a very large, fine turkey 
for roasting, " That is a fine turkey.'*— 
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<<Yes," said the co«k, *<bat wa shall not 
get any of it ; nothing good gets out here ; 
all we have for dinner is a little common 
butcher's meat and potatoes, — not a pie, not 
a pudding, not a bit of cake or any such 
thing, except what we steal, and it takes 
real mother wit to steal here/' The return 
of the lady put a stop to these remarks. — 
Catherine still sat, waiting order. One and 
another of the family came out, inspecting 
her with an air of cold superiority. At 
length she was employed, and while she 
was busy in the chamber, Mrs. Lawson as- 
cended to her own to dress for dinner. The 
door stood open, and she could not help bear- 
ing what the lady said while dressing. "Oh," 
said she, **how I wish the whipping post could 
be revived in New England, and I had 
power to bring my servants up to it, — and 
here is another one come to day, a fine lady 
looking thing.' Catherine hurried down stairs, 
not wishing to hear more, and mentally re- 
solved to endure this no longer than she could 
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find another employer and give the fair warn- 
ing to her mistrestf. They had some com- 
paay to disner, and the dinner was exquis- 
itely cooked and abundant in delicacies. — 
Mirth and wit were plenty, and iDtellect and 
taste. But while all was bright here, the 
servants, after the hospitable and gay scene 
.was over, sat the cold remains of the plain- 
est dish of meat on the table, with some 
cold potatoes. The next moiniog^ the break- 
fast in the parlor was delicious muffins, hot 
rolls, cofiee, cream, with cold fowl and ham. 
In the kitchen, they had a little tea and hard 
bread. Their butter, that day, was ranker 
than usual, and as Mrs. Lawson passed 
through th« kitchen, one of the servants ven- 
tured to say, ^< Madam Lawson, the batter 
is very rank." ** So much the better," was 
the amiable reply, " it will last the longer." 
Catherine was gentle, but she had a free 
spirit, and she went in after breakfast, and 
told Mrs. Lawson, a^ soon as she could find 
a chambermaid she wished to i^, and ac- 
cordingly left in a verj' few days. 



CHAPTER V. 

The Aristocratic Tyrant Mistress— a jamp out 
of the Frying-pan into the Fire. 

The next place oar Catherine occupied, 
was in the kitchen of Mrs. Thomas, one of' 
the purest aristocrats in the place. The aris- 
to<!racy of that city have been remarkable, 
from t^ittir earliest origin; for two things, high 
pretensionn, and what a certain popular lec- 
turer would call, unmitigated rascality. — 
Mrs. Thomas was a wealthy widow lady, 
with one son, who was absent from home. She 
was a belle and a wit, and deeply immersed 
in gaiety. Her temper was worthy of the fu- 
ries, nurtured by long yRars of uncontrolled 
indulgence. She usually lay in bed till noon, 
reading all the light literature of the day. — 
Her cofiee was brought to her bed-side, and 
she would then hare what she wished for to 
eat taken from a closet in her chamber. — 
But her servant had to wait for her break- 
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fast until the mistress chose to arise, and 
then to fare scantily. Catherine soon found 
that this lady was fanher removed from mor- 
al snaqion than any of her former employ- 
ers, for, one day. asking a little earnestly 
for some bnlter with her dry bread, she re- 
•ceived a severe personal attack from the en- 
raged mistress. Catherine did not care to 
leave directly, for Mrs. Thomas gave good 
wages and was said to be prompt in pay- 
ment. But Catherine's heart was most hurl 
by her inhumanity to the poor, and she re- 
fused to turn them away at her bidding. — 
Towards winter, expecting guests, she hired 
an additional domestic ; and, as she was 
older than Catherine, took the latter for 
chambermaid. In the course of the season, 
she gave some brilliant parties. She told 
her cook at the first party, if she would take 
care of every thing, and lock all up, she 
would treat her and Catherine the following 
morning. But she gave them nothing.— 
Mrs. Granger, the cook, was much incensed. 
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but said nolhing. But when the next party 
was to come off, Mrs. Thomas did not for- 
get to renew her instructions to take care 
and lock up every thing, as before ; but the 
cook did not wait this time to receive a re- 
ward from her mistress, but helped herself 
plentifully to all the nice.ties, and said noth- 
ing. The next morning, Mrs. Thomas came 
oat with two narrow strips of cake f«r two 
domestics* " No, I thank you," said Mrs. 
Granger, «< I did not mean to trust you the 
second time, and have already helped my^ 
self, plentifully." The lady's wrath rose 
like a hurricanej and Catherine, who luck- 
ily had been paid, that day, put on her bon- 
net, took her little bundle and fled. 

4 



CHAPTER VI. 

Tho Infidel MUitreM. 

Tbb mzt temponrj abode of Catherine, 
was in the family of Mr. Hargrave, a 
wealthy merchant. Here waa a large es- 
tablithment and aeveral serTants. Cathe- 
rine had neTer known any thing of the 
ftmily before she went to live with them ; 
aady for the first few days, appearances 
were rery pleasant. Mrs. Hargraye was 
an aoeomplished honsekeeper, and of a gay, 
generous disposition; but the trait that 
pleased Catherine best was her generosity; 
for want never went anaided from her door. 
She had, also, the happy facnlty of ensur- 
ing obedience from her domestics withoat 
rigorons discipline. Catherine, for a short 
time, thought she had found the ultimat^m. 
Mrs. HargraTs diffused an air of cheerful- 
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ness and eyen hiliarity around her, whil« 
fulfillingr her hoasehold arocations. She 
seemed to bring cheerfulnesf wheneyer 
Khe appeared, with her figure bo light and 
buoyant, her biilliant teeth and sparkling 
black eyes, so ready to laugh and be joy- 
ous. There was often mirth and fun in the 
kitchen, but they all knew the work must 
go on, too, or they must leave. 

The bountiful and popular Mrs. Har* 
grave could always command good help. 
Catherine was chambermaid, so that she 
was not so much in the kitchen as other of 
the servants ; but, after the first restraint 
a new comer gives, was over, Catherine 
thought there was too great freedom in the 
conversation she heard there. There was 
also a jesting with sacred things which was 
painful to her serious mind. There was 
a girl among the servants — Ann Gifford — 
who was the belle of her circle. She was 
really handsome ; with flowing ringlets, — 
bright eyes and fresh complexion ; dressed 
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a ^eat deal, laughed and talked much, 
and was an inveterate dancer ; but, like 
most people of an undisciplined mind and 
strong passions, she was susceptible of en- 
vy. As soon as she saw Catherine, with 
her long dark hair folded simply around 
her Grecian head, while the lovely soul 
spoke out through her transparent eyes, 
she envied her, and privately nicknamed 
her the Quaker. Catherine was not aware 
of this, but thought the feelings of her new 
acquaintance were as kindly as her own. 
Ann Gi^ord, Jane Myers, the waiting girl, 
and Catherine all slept in the same room. 
The first two or three nights the girls were 
at the theatre, and Catherine went to bed, 
and arose before they did. But the third 
night she retired at the same time they did; 
and now, for the first time, Catherine felt 
it a cross to do what she had always done, 
since first, in infancy, she buried her head 
in the lap of her now angelic mother and 
lisped her evening prayer. These jeering 
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girls, thought she, how shall I bear their 
sneers ! But looking up, silently, she 
gathered strength for duty ; and after tbey 
were in bed, kneeling down by the side of 
her own couch, prayed audibly. There 
was no cold formality in her prayers. The 
veil of the innermost sanctuary seemed al- 
ways lifted to her. Although she began 
with an effort, she soon forgot her fears, so 
deep a tide of acknowledging love was 
poure4 into her soul ; and it was not until 
her head was on her pillow that she became 
sensible to the smothered laughter and 
whisperings of her two companions. But 
why did she not pray* in secret.' says one ; 
we are commanded to pray in secret. — 
Why did not Daniel pray in secret.' Think 
you the Lord commanded Daniel to pray 
in secret.' Ko. Those who really pray 
in secret to Him who sees in secret, are 
the only ones who will not flinch from pub- 
lic prayer when God's honor requires it, 
though at the loss of reputation, life, or 
friends dearer than life. 
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I oaanQt describe the divine refreshment 
of Catherine's repose, afier this duty. The 
prophet had known something like it when 
he said, *' Then I awoke, and behold my 
sleep was sweet upon me;" and the psalm- 
ist-^" So be giveth his beloved sleep.'* — 
Even in awaking, it seemed as if the very 
dews of Paradise had fallen upon her slum- 
bering eyelids. 

''Did yoa know," said Ann Gifiord, 
laughing, and addressing Mrs. Hargrave, 
as she dusted the parlor furniture, "did you 
know. Ma'am, that we have a saint in the 
house?" '* How," said Mrs. Hargrave,"a 
saint?" ''Tes, Ma'am; this Catherine, 
that oome the other day." " What, Cath- 
erine!" said Mrs. Hargrave, "she looks 
too artless to be one of these saints."— 
" She is one, for all," said Ann, "and I be- 
lieve a bigger one than Maria, whom you 
used to call Miss Teach'em." "Oh! I hope 
not," exclaimed Mrs. Haxgrave; "I don't 
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want any whining hypocrites here; bnt 
what proof have you that Kate it Saint 
Catheriae?" "Why, Ma'am, the firit 
thing I knew, after Jane and I were in bed, 
Catherine pope down on her kneei, rollf 
up her eyea, and goes to praying and blub- 
bering, and blubbering and praying, and 
all tbe while we were shaking oorseWes, 
laughing to hear her go on. For she seem- 
ed to forget us, and to make a real business 
of it, as if ehe were in a Methodist camp.'* 
<* I wonder I did not hear her," said Mrs. 
Hargrave. "Oh! she didn't speak very 
loud, only very dear and earnest." <* If I 
had not, according to my usual custom, en* 
gaged her for a month on trial, she should 
leave my service to-day," said Mrs. Har- 
grave ; "any thing but fL saint!" But I 
shall have a serious conversation with he^y 
and she shall leave when her time is up. — 
Go and send Catherine to me." Cather- 
ine obeyed her summons, and stood in the 
pnesence of the ogended mistress. 
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«* Do tell me, Catherine,*" said she, "if 
yon are one of these whining, prayinff 
saints? My girls say you made a great 
praying exhibition last night. Is it so?" — 
" I prayed last night," said Catherine, " as 
I always do before retiring to rest." "Well, 
I must request you to desist from such 
mummeries in future, or, at the end of your 
trial month, you must set up your conven- 
ticle elsewhere. 1 suppose," added Mrs. 
Hargrave, " in other families you have been 
accustomed to dupe them into respect and 
confidence, by such tricks, but here it will 
not do. Neither my husband nor myself 
have any respect for the prevailing super- 
stitions of the day. We always prefer the 
world's people, as they are called, for do- 
mestics. Never had but two or three saint 
servants in all my domestic experience; 
and they, boih male and female, the great- 
est cheats and worst help we over had. — 
There was Maria Ford — Miss Teach*em — 
&B we used to call her, who sat herself up 
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here for a religious reformer ; prayed all 
over the house, and lied as fast as she pray- 
ed, and pilfered even faster than she lied. 
The lazy, lantern jawed thing, perched her- 
self up into right Pharisee form, and had the 
assurance to ask me if I had not hetter re- 
pent. Nothing stopped her ; she held forth 
to Master and Mistress, cook and coach* 
man, waiting maid and nurse, dropping 
her goodly sentences about, all day. Very 
steady at meeting ; Oh ! she must go to 
meeting, come what would, and, at the end, 
Saint Marfa decamped with my silver 
cream-pot and ladle, the most ancient piece 
of plate I possessed. Then there was a 
coachman we had some ye^rs ago, the la- 
ziest of all flesh, and the greatest gorman- 
dizer, but had a great gospel gift. He was 
a member of a church, and I am told, that 
afler he left here, being too lazy to work, he 
turned Evangelist and went lumbering off 
to the west. Then there was another, a 
Methodist exhorter, and the mostconsum- 
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mate knare of the whole, for he made love 
to Ann Gifford, and when she refused, 
tried to impeach her honesty. Now I am 
very particnlar to avoid saints, and 1 believe 
all my servants are good honest infidels. — 
I suppose their going to the theatres will 
shook yon, bat I think they learn better 
principles of life there than at church ; that 
1 do/' 

Catherine was much grieved and hurt 
by this violent harangue, and looking at 
the excited and angry countenance of the 
speaker, she could hardly recognize the 
light and brilliant Mrs. Hargrave . So true 
was the remark, once made by an infidel 
ot great taste, that he always wanted his 
wife and daughters to be religious, for he 
thought it made women more lovely, and 
without it they seemed to lack the true 
feminine nature. Catherine would have 
left the place instantly, but for the contract 
between |ier and Mrs. Hargrave. She re- 
quested to be released, but this Mrs. Har- 
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grave declined, for she was Yery particular 
as to any innovation in her regular house* 
hold arrangements, I would, however, ad- 
vise a servant to leave under such circum* 
stances, at all events, lest they should risk 
the health of their own souls by inhaling 
the deadly atmosphere of doubt. But Cath- 
erine thought it her duty to remain, pray- 
ing the Lord to strengthen and support her. 
She returned to her usual labors, inward- 
ly looking upward, and, in a little time, all 
clouds vanished from her mind and she 
went into the kitchen, at dinner time, as 
serene as if in the highest favor. But ser- 
vants will follow the lead of their mistress. 
•* Shall we not have grace," said the coach- 
man, a sauey rowdy, and a candidate for 
the affections of Mrs. Gifford, «* I don't 
like to eat my dinner," added he, smooth- 
ing down his face, " without having grace 
said ; " and then, with consummate impu* 
dence, turning to Catherine, added, *' will 
you ask a blessiag* Mias Siaclair V Ciiith- 
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erine made no other reply than to remain 
a few moments*apparently in silent Ihanks- 
giying, and then partake of the food before 
her. fiat sho was the jest of the table; 
many were their rude flings. Jane wanted 
to know when they would have another 
sermon. Ann hoped she should know 
when the next prayer was coming off so 
that she need not stay too long at the ball, 
and miss the sport she had the night be- 
fore. The cook, more spitefully, *' never 
knew any good come of these praying folks, 
yet; could'nt bear the very looks of them." 
" No offence to you, Miss Sinclair," said 
the coachman, we don't mean your prayer, 
of course, we all know that was first rate." 
As they were talking, Thomas, the Irish 
gardener, came in. "Ah," said he, "ye 
don't behave dacent, ye black protestants. 
Most of ye niver think ye can throw away 
time enough to pray, and when one of yees 
does, ye pick her like a crow." 
Every night the servants were more or 
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less at the theatres, balls, or dancing par- 
ties, and Mr. and Mrs. Hargrave were also 
very gay, so that Catherine, afler that 
night, was rarely molested in these devo- 
tions which she had a Daniel like determi- 
nation never to discontinue. 

Sabbath morning came, and after work 
was done, Catherine asked Mrs. Hargrave 
if she might attend church. *' No,'* said 
Mrs. Hargrave, " you can only go out ev- 
ery other Sunday, and then only in the af- 
ternoon. Sunday is, with us, the' busiest 
day in the week ; we give our greatest din- 
ger then. Tou can make no exceptions to 
that," added she, " for, no doubt, your own 
parson keeps his servant at home to cook 
for him, to day, while he preaches the gos- 
pel to the poor. We are more reasonable 
than some meeting goers; for, after dinner, 
all, except the cook and chamber maid, 
tvbo stay in course, are at liberty for the 
rest of holy time." 

Catherine found her employment, Bab- 
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bath forenoon, was in the nursery, as the 
nurse usually took her young charge, the 
infant, to her own home, some miles in the 
country. Catherine was particularly or* 
dered to use no cant before the children. — 
The total absence of any religious influ- 
ence was very visible in these two chil- 
dren — Edward and Helen Hargrave. Cath- 
erine felt badly, when looking at these 
beautiful children, to think that their glow- 
ing lips had never breathed a word of 
thanksgiving; that their bright eyes had 
never looked upward in gratitude to their 
heavenly Father. She longed to tell them 
who was the special lover of little child- 
ren, but she knew their parents would not 
suffer them to come unto Him. They 
teased Catherine to walk out with them, 
and she oonsented. The Spring was open- 
ing, and the day one of those balmy days 
when Heaven seems to draw near to earth; 
an April messenger which comes to show 
how closely summer is at hand. Cathe- 
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tine was directed to take the children to 
their grandfather's, who was nnwell, and 
to let them carry some fruit and jellies with 
them. She had never seen this aged rela- 
tive of theirs. They reached a pleasant 
cottage in the suburbs. There, by the win- 
dow, in his arm chair, sat the white hatred 
old man, now fkst declining to the tomb. — 
The children brought him their little pres- 
ents. He faintly 8miled,'and blessed them. 
They ran off to play in the garden. Cath- 
erine was left alone with the old man, the 
dying infidel ; now or never was her op- 
portunity. She leaned forward towards 
him and asked him if he loved tinging. — 
" Tes, 1 like songs." *< Ah!'* said Cather- 
ine, almost all 1 know are hymns." ^* Do 
sing a hymn then; it is good in you to want 
to entertain an old man." Catherine sang 
in a sweet, plaintive voice, ** Jesus, lover of 
my soul." *' Sing it again," said the old 
man, you have a sweet voice." "The 
words are sweet," said she. She tang a- 
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gain, and the old man wept. *'Are you a 
believer.?" said he, mournfully. " 1 would 
give worlds to believe, but I cannot. I 
have been, all my life, building around me 
a stone wall of infidelity, and now not a 
ray can penetrate the solid mass of doubt, 
to cheer my soul. I have been long, se- 
cretly persuaded, that religion gives its pos- 
sessor real happiness, while it lasts, even if 
delusive, in the end." " Oh !" said Cath- 
erine, greatly moved, *^ be persuaded that 
it is no delusion. 1 know it is not, and if 
you will be earnest with God, he will hear 
you for the sake of our Redeemer." She 
talked with him till the children returned. 
He thanked her, and told her not to men- 
tion their conversation. She saw him no 
more ; the fate of the old man will be known 
in the other world alone, but Catherine did 
her duty, and the wings of the Comforter 
.were folded over her soul. Catherine re- 
turned home, too serene to be ruffled that 
day by coarse jests. Her good nature soon 
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overcame, in a measure, the ill will of the 
other domestics, until a new incident a- 
wakened Ann's feelings of envy towards 
the unsuspecting Catherine. Mr. Har- 
grave had a relative, an artist of high tal- 
ent, who was a Catholic, and who, when- 
ever he came to the city, stopped there. — 
He was of a free, familiar temper, and 
would often go into the kitchen and jest 
and Jaugh with the girls. Ann Giflford 
was a particular favorite. He had made 
her sit for a shepherdess in one of his pic- 
tures, and flattered her so much that she 
sometimes hoped he might, one day, sub- 
mit his pride to her beauty and offer her 
his hand. Catherine, when he came, kept 
out of his way, but he had some chance 
sights at her, and, one day, when Ann was 
in the room, observed to Mrs. Hargrave, 
that her chambermaid had the finest face 
for a Madonna he had ever seen, and he 
wished she would sit to him for one. "That 
tihe will never do," said Mrs. Hargrave, 
5 
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" aad I rather think it is one of the great 
sins of her calendar ever to speak to one of 
the other sex." " Then I must steal a 
likeness," said he ; ** cannot you employ 
her in some way, while I get the likeness ?" 
This was enough to conjure up the demon 
in Ann's heart, for, though engaged to 
another lover, she was, in heart, only faith- 
ful to her own criminal vanity. She went 
out plotting revenge. She went up to 
Mrs. Hargrove's ehamber ; a valuable dia- 
mond pin was on the toilette ; she took it 
np and ran with it to Catherine's room. — 
Catherine had gone of an errand to a mil- 
liner's, where she was detained sometime. 
She tried Catherine's trunk, but it was 
locked, so she deposited the pin in the bo- 
som folds ot Catherine *s best dress, as it 
hung in the press, and hurried down stairs, 
not knowing that Catherine was out. — 
Soon alter Ann left the parlor, Mrs. Har- 
grave went up to her own room to dress. 
She at onee missed the diamond pin from 
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the place where she left it. So, after search- 
ing a while herself, in vain, she rang the 
bell. ** Has not Catharine returned ?" she 
inquired. ** 1 did not know she was out, but 
have seen nothing of her. I have lost 
my diamond pin.*' "Yonrpin?" said Ann, 
who did not want the discovery made so 
soon ; " I am very sorry, but I see Cathe- 
rine coming, perhaps she has put it away for 
you." But when Catherine came in she 
knew nothing about the lost pin. The re- 
quest of the artist now occurred to Mrs. 
Harg^rave as she looked at Catherine. ** Go 
up," said she, ** Catherine, and put on 
your best dress ; I want you to come down 
and sew with me this forenoon." Cath- 
erine was surprised at this order, but went 
to her room and instantly returned, bring- 
ing the dress and the pm in her hand. — 
^^ Here, Mrs. Hargrave," said she, ** is your 
pin. I found it in the folds of my dress, 
but believe me, I did not put it there. " — 
** Why ! who could put it there but you," 
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said Mrs. Hargrave, whose saspicions fol- 
lowed her prejudices ; " this comes ot your 
hypocritical cant. Go out of my house, 
and thank your stars I am not one of your 
orthodox saints, for, if 1 had been, I should 
put you in jail." Catherine attempted to 
speak, but Ann pushed her rudely out of 
the room, and so much was Mrs. Hargrave 
chagrined, that she did not chide this offi- 
cious interference. Catherine took her 
bundle and went to her lodgings; her hap- 
piness in being free from the family was at 
first alloyed by the disgraceful circumstan- 
ces of her unjust dismissal } but, soon, that 
" sweet peace which goodness bosoms ev- 
er," returned to her soul. Meanwhile^ 
Mrs. Hargrave dressed and descended to 
the drawing room. Here she recounted to 
the ajtist the late incident. *< This girl," 
«aid she, *^ was the most plausible of all hy- 
pocrites I have been duped by. " " But," 
said the artist, " have you examined the 
matter carefully ? She looks like a fair, 
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honest girl. How do you know but what 
some of the other servants have been play- 
ing her a trick P — as she does not appear to 
be a iavorite with them." "Oh," said 
Mrs. Hargraye, very impatiently, "do not 
▼ex me by defending her '*; but, suddenly 
recollecting herself, " I just now remem- 
ber," said she, " that I took that pin out of 
my jewel case after I had sent Catherine to 
the milliner's. Indeed ! I was too hasty ; 
she has gone now, and I have no clue to 
her, — not knowing where she boards, when 
out of place." Mrs. Hargrave had gener- 
ous feelings,; and there was now a very 
strong reaction in favor of Catherine. She 
immediately suspected Ann Gifford as the 
author of this trick, sent for her, aqd, after 
close examination, Ann confessed her 
guilt; alleging that it was only done in 
frolic. But Mrs. Hargrave immediately 
dismissed her, — though not without the 
highest commendations of Catherine. Ann 
was in great trouble ; she had lived in the 



70 THE INFIDEL MISTRESS. 

family a great while, and could not brook 
the idea of leaving in disgrace. She had, 
accidentally, heard where Catharine board- 
ed, and went at once to her. She was not 
mistaken in her estimate of Catherine's 
kind, forgiving spirit. She confessed her 
fault with tears, and besought her to go 
back and intercede with Mrs. Hargrave 
for her. " Oh ! you are in high favor 
with her, now," said Ann, ** and she will 
do almost any thing for you." With these 
-Hwords she prevailed on Catherine to return 
with her to Mrs. Hargrave. Catherine 
was received with great kindness and a 
very candid acknowledgment. She, at 
first, refused to take Ann back, and con- 
sented, finally, only on this condition ; that 
Catherine should herself also return to her 
own place. Catherine hesitated ; it was a 
great trial to her ; but her benevolence pre- 
Tuled, and she consented to serve a while 
longer. **• Tou need not fisar," said Mrs. 
Hargraij^ as she heBitate4, that << you will 
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be annoyed any more in regajrd to religion. 
The kind, generous, forgiving spirit you 
have shown, to day, and your general 
conduct, have made me think more favor- 
ably of Christianity than I ever did before." 
When Catlierine retired to rest, after 
that eventful day, while she humbly thank- 
ed God for his mercies, instead of the 
laughter and mockery that once was there, 
convulsive sobs came from an overwhelmed 
and bursting heart, and soon, Ann Gifford 
left her bed, and, kneelmg, all weeping, 
beside Catherine, joined her in supplica- 
tion. Nor ceased they their joint prayers 
until peace and pardon visited the sorrow- 
ful soul ot the penitent. Oh ! what a 
happy morning dawned on the true new 
made friends ! It was as if a light 
from the Heavenly Jerusalem flowed over 
the morning skies ! The very songs of the 
birds seemed to echo the praise that rose 
from the hearts of these happy children of 
God. Ah! these secret communings df 
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the ransomed soul with its God, through 
nature, eye hath not seen, ear hath not 
heard, neither hath it entered into tlie heart 
of man to conceive. 

From that time, the power of infidelity 
was shaken, in this family, and what the 
most profound reasoning could not have 
done, the living beauty of a poor servant 
girl's life effected. Catherine was passings 
a very happy summer there, when she was 
called away to the sick bed of her sister 
Mary. She had a lingering illness, and 
when she had recovered, Catherine's place 
was supplied in Mr. Hargrave's household. 



CHAPTER VII. 

The Frofessing Mistress. 

A lady, a member of the large church 
to which Catherine belonged, a very active 
and influential member — as the phrase is — 
rich and respectable, stopped Catherine the 
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Sabbath after the recovery of her sister, 
and asked her to como and see her next 
day. Catherine called on Monday, and 
was very glad when the lady proposed to 
hire her, for she had always desired to get 
into a religious family. The bargain was 
quickly concluded and Catherine establish- 
ed in her new place. The family at home, 
consisted of Mr. Thornville, his wife, their 
two grown up daughters, and one son — 
one of the sons having married and settled 
in Georgia. There are three sorts of pro- 
fessors of religion in our days. There is a 
sort who attend Sabbath meetings, send 
their children to Sabbath school, pay the 
minister, hand out something for the dif- 
ferent calls of the church, in some eases 
have some (short as possible) family wor- 
ship, and can, in no otherwise, be distin- 
guished from the world in dress, manners 
and conversation. There is another class 
who apparently, (and in some cases,) really, 
are "very devout. They take the lead in 
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all enterprises, missions, tract societies, 
newspapers, and all the vast machinery of 
the church, in the present daj. They un- 
derstand all her religious polity and policy, 
and, in carrying it out, are more or less 
restrained by the amount of religious con- 
' science they possess. Their influence, 
however, is injured by a sort of conven- 
tional phraseology consisting of the tech- 
nicalities, not only peculiar to their own 
sect, and which, together with certain un- 
meaning formalities of manner, form a sys- 
tem of religious affectation — scarcely to be 
endured by a simple, honest mind. There 
is a third party, and these mostly among 
the poor; although there are a few, of 
higher stations, whose lips and lives with- 
out deceit, proclaim their hearts sincere — 
the reformatory part of the church, who 
are struggling for life with the corruptions 
that have crept within her pale. Among 
this last class are pastors as well as people, 
but thej are usually accounted, hj the 
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Other classes, " troublers of Israel." Mr. 
and Mrs. Thorny ille were of the second 
class I have described — God was about 
preparing our Catherine for the third class, 
and her residence there was a part of her 
preparation. Prayers, here, were regular, 
morning and night, with reading of the 
scriptures, religious fairs, breakfasts and 
donation visits ; mission plans were pro- 
jected and talked of. Parlor meetings 
were also frequent there. There was al- 
ways something in hand. Catherine was 
summoned daily to attend prayers, but she 
never was invited to participate in tha par- 
lor meetings, soirees, breakfasts or any 
other of their arrangements, except, in- 
deed, the women's prayer meeting, where 
Catherine's artless and fervent piety came 
among all that frozen formality like a sun- 
bright day in winter, loosening all the ice 
around her. But Mrs. Thorn ville was 
very strict and rigid with Catherine. She 
chid, severely, any thing like cheerfulness 
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in her, which, she said, did not belong to 
her work or profession. The minister 
came, soon after Catherine went there to 
live, to dine. Catherine waited on the ta- 
hle. He took no other notice of her than 
by a nod. In his conversation, at the ta- 
ble, he spoke much of the growth of their 
denomination with some sarcasms on oth- 
ers. Catherine reflected on all this, after 
dinner, when she was alone. The minis- 
ter had, hitherto, been like a demi-god in 
her eyes, but she felt that all this was not 
right. A few mornings after, Mrs. I'horn- 
▼ille called Catherine into her chamber. — 
** Catherine," said she, "1 have just re- 
ceived a letter from my daughter-in-law, 
in Georgia. They are coming here to vis- 
it me, in a few months, and she wishes me 
to send out some trusty, pious white per- 
son to be nurse to her children, who will 
return here with her. Then, after remain- 
ing here all summer, you can return with 
them in Autumn, if you like. Tour wages 
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will be high, and it is a great chance Prov- 
idence ha« thrown in your way, for my 
daughter-in-law is eminently pious, and so 
is my son, and you need very much such 
influence as theirs. Our minister, who has 
been in, thinks it would be of great advan- 
tage to you. You had better go. I will 
fit you out, handsomely, myself. Cathe- 
rine, who knew liftle or nothing of the states 
of things at the South, and was pleased 
with the idea of travelling, consented to 
the offer. Her sister had now learned a 
trade and supported herself, and her broth- 
ers were both in good places, where they- 
attended school half a day. The formality 
of the house had rather bound her free 
heart, and she cheerfully set about prepar- 
ing for her journey. In a short time after, 
she embarked for Savannah, where she ar- 
rived in safety. 



CHAPTER Vlll. 

The Slaveholding Mistress. 

Alonzo Thornville, brought up in the 
stricteit sect of our religion, in the very- 
bosom of church influence, indulged a hope 
when quite young. He was educated for 
the ministry, and, as his parents had many 
powerful friends among the religious of 
their persuasion at the South, he soon re* 
ceived a call thither. Alonzo had a cool, 
calculating mind, showy talents, and, when 
he lefl the North, much of that formality 
which passes current for sanctity with so 
many. But religious appearances were 
nvt so formal at the South as at the North. 
They appeal, as a general thing, more f , 
the passions than the understanding, and 
the general licentiousness in which all are, 
in some way, partakers, renders it impos- 
sible for the greatest adept among them to 
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hold fast to his outward form ot godliness. 
Alonzo soon wallowed down into the 
Southern st^le of priestlings, and by dint 
of the most unbounded sycophancy, and 
by licking the very spittle of the slave ty- 
rants around him, soon was lauded and ca- 
ressed as their dear pastor. The slave- 
holders are in such a strait irom the hell of 
their own consciences, that they will wor- 
ship any hypocritical priest who will give 
them an opiate. Alonzo Thornville did 
his best, by sweet deceitful words, to lull 
them asleep. They lavished their golden 
favors in return, raised his salary, and 
one of the richest slaveholders in the 
church gave him his only daughter and 
sole heiress in marriage. 

The cruelty which slavery had nourished 
in thebosom of Adelia Norton was veiled 
by a languid delicacy of person and man- 
ner. She had joined the church in a sea- 
son of excitement. I will not call such 
ephemeral work a revival of religion. Mrs. 
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Thornville was secretly delighted with the 
success of her son, and i(L the fullness of 
the complacency she felt towards him, 
could not help observing to a friend, " how 
rapidly Alonzo had grown in piety the past 
year." Happy maa, in whom the exten- 
sion of purse and piety were so remarkably 
coincident. 

The couple were on their plantation when 
Catherine arrived. Horror struck, chilled 
to the soul at what only a few hours stay 
in Savannah had revealed, she would have 
taken passage for New England directly, 
had her slender purse afforded the means. 
They had sent their overseer*s son for her, 
and he, from ostentation of his employer's 
wealth, had shown her some gangs of 
negroes at work under the lash of the dri- 
ver. ** They will have to take it to-night, 
some of them," said he, " they have larger 
tasks now than usual, and we have our 
hands full, flogging them." Catherine's 
soul sickened within her, but she had been 



TTHI SLAVBHOLDING HISTRISg. 81 

told, on ship board, that it would not do 
for her to saj a word here. She clasped 
her hands in prayer, in the most excruciate 
ing agony she had ever known. Soon a 
stately mansion appeared, .the abode of the 
softest luxury and wealth. To Catherine's 
«yes, no prison could look so hateful or 
so gloomy ; a veil, in that moment, fell 
from her. She saw a slaTeholding church. 
North and South, as God sees it who died 
for man. As they drew near the house, 
the sounds of sweet music were heard. — 
To the soul of Catherine those dulcet tones 
were as' the shrieks of the poor slare under 
the torturing lash. Her conductor, enter- 
ing, introduced her into a room where she 
was to await Mrs. Alonzo Thornrille's ap- 
pearance. A young Southern beauty, her 
waist encircled by the arm of her hus- 
band, soon languished i to the room. She 
had just risen from her piano, where he 
had hung enamoured over her who had 
made him the master of all this beauty, 
6 
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wealth and luxury. But Catherine saw 
not her beauty, nor their bliss. A dread- 
ful picture swam before her eyes. She 
felt faint and sick, and, in silence, delivered 
her Northern letter ; the pair sat down on 
a sofa and read 'their letter. They then 
spoke very kindly to her, and soon she was 
shown her rooms and the nursery. Here 
was every thing a wealthy mother's love 
could collect around the darling of her 
heart — a babe some nine months old. Jes- 
sica, a pleasant maternal looking slave was 
nursing the child at her bosom, for south- 
ern ladies are often too delicate for this act 
of maternity. '* Tou will soon, be at home 
here,*' said Mrs. Thornville. *<You will 
have no labor ; Jessica will take all bur- 
then from you here ; besides that, there 
are two slaves whose business is to wait on 
you. If they are ever disobedient, Mr. 
Thornville will deliver them, at once, to 
the overseer for punishment. You will 
ride out, every day, with ua, and go with us. 
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to the city to .attend our church, of which, 
Mother ThornviHe tells me, you are a 
member, but in much need of pious influ- 
ence. Alonzo is much blessed ; we have a 
precious work going on; our anxious seat is 
lull." Yes, thought Catherine, you have 
a precious work going on here, indeed. — 
She was thankful when the young tyrant 
left the room, and she was left alone with 
the pleasant looking slave, and the little 
smiling, unconscious baby. At a certain 
hour in the evening, the household were 
called to prayers. Catherine attended, 
sick and shaddering. The hypocrite 
kneeled on a velvet cushion, by the side 
of his young wife ; all the household slaves 
were present. His prayer was elegant in 
diction but brief and cold. H^vdid Cath- 
erine pray ? How could she pray but to 
an avenging God ? Alas ! the field slaves 
\vere even then at labor ! Catherine passed 
a sleepless night ; she was thinking how 
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she could receive the communion from the 
tyrant priest, and mentally resolved that, 
come what would, she would never submit 
to such desecration by partaking from his 
hands. She fell asleep, towards morning, 
and was awakened by the cry of hounds at 
a distance. She asked Jessica, who slept 
near her, what it meant? " Oh," said she 
*' the overseer has let out the hounds ; they 
are to hunt down some slaves who have 
escaped lately.'- "I won't stay here,'* 
cried Catherine, springing from her bed 
with irresistible emotion. »* Poor, young . 
lady," said Jessica, " can't help yourself ; 
good way from home ; take big purse to 
get back." 

Catherine knelt down and tried to pray ; 
but she could not pray ; she could only 
groan. At length it occurred to her, I am 
here; God kno^s what good I may do 
to these poor creatures while I stay. The 
Lord help me. Catherine and Jessica were 
soon great friends. Jessica was very 
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sensible of her own wrongs and those of 
her people, and had long been seeking an 
opportunity to escape. The two slaves, a 
man and his wife, were also soon attached 
to Catherine. Catherine had heard, tor the 
first time, on shipboard, how the slaves es- 
caped bj following the North star, and that 
Ivminary of freedom had been pointed out 
to her bj the sailors. She did not fail to 
communicate this information to the three 
slaves. She knew it was dangerous, but 
she could not, if she died for it, withhold 
her confidence and sympathy from the poor 
slaves. But she was not betrayed. She 
began, at this time, privately, to teach the 
nursery servants to read. One ol the 
household slaves roused the anger of her 
mistress by accidentally breaking a vase.* 
She was beaten with that infernal instru- 
ment of torture, the paddle, by order of her 
mistress. In the evening, she came pri- 
vately to the nursery and showed Cathe- 
♦Pact. 
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rine her back, all broken to pieces. The 
weeping girl did her best to heal her, and 
inwardly prayed for the bared right arm of 
God's vengeance. Another time, for not 
running the moment her husband called, 
she ordered the woman to be taken to the 
overseer and receive a hundred lashes.* 

One day, Catherine had ^ to accompany 
Mr. and Mrs. Thornville to Savannah. — 
They stopped all night, and Catherine was 
obliged to attend one of those series of 
meetings now in progression. The anx- 
ious seats, consisting, at that time, of all 
the upper seats of the splendid church, 
(which in the sight of God was a very Gol- 
gotha,) were crowded with candidates for 
admission to that Mother of Abominations 
— a slaveholding church, Alonzo Thorn- 
ville was now a real Southern revival 
preacher, cold as he was in home worship. 
Such scenes as were before him excited 
his passions and his vanity, and as he had 
♦Fact 
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great tact and large language, his leoture 
came off with great effect. But the bay of 
the hounds, he had so gaily urged on in 
the negro chase, was 'in Catherine's ear, 
and she tried to stop her ears at his incon- 
ceivable blasphemies, when he talked of 
the " melting mercies of a tender Savior.' ' 
But his other hearers surrendered them- 
selves to the powerful illusion — deceiving 
and being deceived. I have never yet seen 
a slaveholder, nor an abettor of slavery, 
who could give me a satisfactory reason for 
the hope he said was in him. ** How did 
you like our meeting?" said he to Cathe- 
rine, as the family returned to the planta- 
tion. Catherine never replied. <* 1 am 
afraid you are getting cold in religion," 
said he. *' There is not much religion at 
the North, my dear,'*' he added, turning to 
his wife. " Abolitionism, the curse alike 
of church and State, has got into the 
churches, and is killing all piety. My good 
parents always set their faces against it, 
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and every slayeholding minister, that came 
to the citj, tbej made it a point to enter- 
tain,and it is to that hospitality of theirs, my 
love, I owe my being here and my oa- 
gel wife. Our church increases rapidly, it 
will soon be the largest in the eity." They 
were stopped, ere they reached the house, 
by the overseer, who announced *' that he 
had had the dogs out, shot two slaves dead 
and wounded one." *^ The rd scats,'* said 
Alonzs, <* give it handsomely to the slave 
you brought in to-nrght, my good fellow," 
and then turning to his wife > '^that over- 
seer of ours is really an honest fellow. He 
manages the estate finely. All he wants 
is religion, and that he will have, my dear» 
if, he is with you any time." "I must 
soon have him tutor my waiting girl again," 
said Mrs. Thorn ville. " She is Yery care- 
less." " My dear," said Alonzo, " you are 
too easy with her. Put her among the 
plantation slaves. Our overseer will soon 
cure her." Soon after, they alighted and 
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went to prayers. But it was not all prayers 
and preaching. Mr. Thornville gave most 
splendid parties with a little pretension to 
be religious in them, for they were anala- 
gous to Northern religious soirees ; but af- 
ter all, Catherine thought they were more 
in character than the prayer meetings. 

An incident now took place which has- 
tened Catherine's departure. Her mis- 
tress, coming suddenly into the nursery, 
discovered Catherine teaching Jessica to 
read. She was much enraged, threatened 
Catherine with imprisonment, and told 
Jessica that, but for distressing her and dis« 
turbingher milk, she should be severely 
punished. 

During Catherine's stay with this fam- 
ily, sbe and Jessica attended Mr. and Mrs. 
Thornville on a visit to a cousin of Mrs. 
Thornville, who had been brought up in her 
father's family. George Rutledge was the 
nephew and ward of Mr. Norton, being left 
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an orphan at an early age. He had been 
married several jears to the beautiful and 
accomplished Emily Livingston. This la- 
dy had received her education in England, 
her father having large possessions both in 
the old and new world. Here was display- 
ed almost princely magnificence, and the 
lavish, selfish hospitality of a Southern 
Dives. George Rutledge was a fair speci- 
men of a high bred Southern gentleman, 
employing, on his plantation, those over- 
seers only who could extort the most work 
from the negroes, in order to supply hia 
unrestrained expense. His passions were 
violent, and indulged at cqst. Though his 
thoughtless, reckless selfishness, rendered 
him in fact, the greatest of tyrants, yet, his 
manners to his equals gave no such im- 
pression. His lady was considered a far 
less agreeable personage than himself. She 
was very retiring, and subject to — what her 
husband called — the blues. Catherine, who 
was very observing, was not long in the 
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house before she perceived the unhappi- 
ness of its youthful mistress, and as she 
was sitting in her chamber, one daj, with 
her joung charge, Mrs. Rutledge came in, 
threw herself on the bed and wept violent- 
ly. " Oh,'* said she, "am I always to live 
thus ? " and, turning to Catherine, said, 
"you are a Northern woman, can I put 
confidence in you ? I cannot sustain it, if 
1 may speak to no one of my feelings." — 
" Dear Madam,*' said Catherine, "1 am a 
poor girl, but if you have any thing you 
want to tell me ; that I ought to listen to, 
tell me, be not afraid to trust me, only do 
not tell me anything 1 ought not to hear» 
or we shall both be sorry afterwards." — 
" I must tell you," said the lady, rising and 
flingiug herself into a chair ; " I am the 
most unhappy woman in the world,'* said 
she, weeping anew ; "God has given me a 
heart that feels the woes of others, and, oh! 
how I suffer here P you have lived at the 
North ; I was there last summer with my 
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husband. There was an abolition lecture 
given there, but, oh ! I could not bear to 
hear one of those lectures ; I know that 
the worst thej say* is true, and the half is 
not told. The secrets of this great South- 
ern prison house will never be told until 
the day of judgment." She said this with 
much emotion and many tears. *Here,' said 
she, " in this house of luxury for one, is a 
nine knotted scourge which is daily used 
upon two unfortunate little girls, who, even 
now, are writhing under the hand of the 
overseert." Catheiine could and did freely 
mingle her tears with those of Mrs. Rut- 
ledge, and heard, with great interest, her 
history. She was taken, very young, to 
England, and there, of course, knew noth- 
ing of the workings of slavery. Her father, 
an arbitrary and haughty man, had conclu- 
ded a match for her with Rutledge before 
her return, and she only returned to have 
her splendid nuptials celebrated. But now 
♦Fact ^Twtu 
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she was watched. Her compulsory mar- 
riage she seemed to consider as an incon- 
siderable evil, compared to the dailj suffer- 
ings she endured. She plead with her hus- 
band, but in vain ; he only laughed, at 
first, at her fine feelings, as he called them, 
and told her she would never make a poor 
planter's wife till she could handle a whip 
herself. But when he encountered from 
her a determined opposition to his cruelty, 
it soon became his delight to torment her. 
There was one thing over which he had as 
yet, thrown a veil, and that was his infideli- 
ties — his plantation serving their luxuri- 
ous lord as a complete haram. Of this the 
unhappy wife as yet knew nothing, and 
her only solace was her two dear^children. 
Yet, even this was mingled with anguish, 
when she considered under what influence 
they were being educated. " 1 cannot," 
said she, to Catherine,'<support the thought 
that my sons will be slaveholders. 1 mean 
to sow in them the seeds of true liberty.'' 
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Outwardly, there was much civility be- 
tween her and Mrs. Thornville, but, in re- 
ality, Mrs Rutledge could have no sympa- 
thy with her heartless cousin. Brilliant 
entertainments Mrs. Rutledge was com- 
pelled to give, while her guests were there; 
but her heart was failing within her, 
and it was a sad sight to see her attired for 
a ball or party, with her richly jewelled 
dress Lnd beautiful person, to. know what 
hopeless grief was hidden there. "Ah !" 
said she, to Catherine, " to me blood is in 
their sparkling wine, moans in the music, 
and, while we are lolling on velvet couch- 
es of down, amidst all that is soft and en- 
trancing, I am thinking of the poor runa^ 
way slave who has toiled all day with his 
weighty three pronged collar on his neck, 
and his heavy fetters on his heels ; who 
IS even now enduring his evening's flog- 
ging, because, under that cruel weight, he 
could not keep up to the toils of his com- 
panions. And Catherine," said she, " there 
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are women, aye, and men too, in the South, 
a minority indeed, whose lips are sealed by 
the same ruthless power which holds down 
the slave ; but there are also those whose 
voices will yet be heard. This is truth," 
and the day Catharine lefl with Mrs. 
Thornville, she handed her the following 
lines. 

I may not speak, my heart will break, 
When my poor toiling slaves I see, 
And think they labor for my sake, 
. And bear the cruel lash for ine. 

When I would pluck some fragrant flowerjs, 
I turn away in pensive mood, 
For every rose-bud inmy bower, 
Is nurtured by the negro's blood. 

When I would on my children smile, 
To see them in some fair array. 
For this, I think and weep the while* 
Some negro babe was sold away. 

When costly robes ray husband brings, 
And bids me wear them for his sake, 
I think, for these poor glittering things, 
How many suffering hearts must ache ! 
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The sweet, the glowing summer dawn, 
Alas ! my heart grows dark to see, 
Because 'tis then I hear the hom 
Call my poor slaves to toil for me. 

The evening hour so still and meek. 
Alas ! to me it brings but fear ; 
Its balmy breezes bears the shriek 
Of angui^ to my startled ear. 

Oh ! to thy God their sorrows bear; 
And warmly let thy suit be prest ; 
And if his mercy answers prayer, 
In blessing them 1 shall be blest. 

In one of their trips to Savannah, Cathe- 
rine encountered an old acquaintance. It 
was Peter, who had left the Berrice of the 
Arlinjjrtons. He was now a married man, 
and mate of a vessel lying in the harbor. 
He told Catherine her advice had gone so 
deep, that he never ceased praying, till 
God, for Christ's sake, forgave his sins.— 
Catherine told him her wish to get back to 
New England. He told her the captain 
of their vessel was secretly an abolitioniBt. 
" He has helped many a slave off," said 
he. 
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Soon after, Catherine was introduced to 
the captain, a godly man, of about fifty 
years of age, and a warm friend to slaves. 
He was a Quaker, and was bound to one of 
our gr6ftt si -ports in New England.— 
Catherine an the captain concocted their 
plans ; they ' ere very simple but wise. — 
It was a gi at baptising Sabbath, and 
Catherine aL Jessica were in Savannah. 
In the evening, while the choir within the 
church were accompanying the organ, and 
the crowd was dense, Catherine stepped out 
and ran to the hotel. She flew up stairs ; 
Jessica stood all ready, gave the babe one 
last kiss, and descended the stairs. They 
passed the streets in silence, their hearts 
beating almost audibly, till Catherine 
turned into an obscure alley where a coach 
•tood waiting, on which two slaves were 
fastening baggage. Catherine could scarce- 
ly suppress a cry of joy ; but she did so, 
and silently ascended the coach with 
Jessica. Wflhin, sat Uie captain, who 
7 
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bade the ooachmaa drive on. Tbe two 
slaves got up behind, and awaj they drove* 
Ere Master Akmzo had finished his eve* 
ning oration, Catherine and three of hie 
slaves were sailing ont of the barber with a 
gallant breese to bear them on. Catherine 
was supposed, bj the sailors, to be a slave- 
holding lady going to the North. The 
Captain had seen Catherine atehnreh,and 
told her he should sail that night. Peter 
hired a. eoach, which he. drove himself.-— 
The captain himself, went over in disguise 
lor Catherine's baggage, and by some 
swaggering, and a note from Catherine, 
indiioed the old housekeeper, an aged aunt 
of Mrs. Thornville, to let him have her 
elothes. The two nursery attendants wer* 
sent to take the baggage to the boat, and» 
as it was Sunday, and a elear coast, they 
resolved to brave danger and join the ab« 
yeondlng party. What a severe reverse 
was Alonxo destined to, ader his day of 
.triumph. On reaehing the hotel, he and 
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his wife entering their chamber, found their 
babe asleep alone. ** What does this mean?*' 
exclaimed Alonzo ; ** bat, ah, here is a 
note." The note, which he read alond, 
trembling with rage, ran thus : 

When you read these lines I shall be 
where I shall not suifer anj more in behold- 
ing your tyranny. Repent, or an awful doom 
awaits you, for what a man soweth ever, that 
shall he also reap. Catherine. 

For a moment, a feeling somewhat re- 
sembling a pang of conscience smote across 
AlonKo's heart. It Was but a moment : a 
whirl of fierce passion succeeded. But 
what could be done ? The child had awa- 
kened) and was crying for Jessica. ** The 
barbarian," said Mrs. Thornville, *Ho leave 
the child." She had never taken care of 
it. *'For Heaven*s sake, Alonzo, let us 
get a nurse first to quiet the child. They 
cannot be far off, we shall recover Jessica, 
and, oh, how I will torture her for leaving 
the child.".. Alonzo rang the bell— «*Call 
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the master of the house," said he, to the 
servant. The landlord appeared. An es* 
Gort was proyided to take the crying child 
and its unnatural mother, (who ought to 
have had the power to quiet those cries,) to 
the plantation. Alonzo, meanwhile, 
alarmed the city. He was very popular, 
and it was a shocking thing, and he was 
greatly pitied, that, while he was doing so 
much good, that graceless New England 
girl should have trooped off with his slaves. 
'* Have seen her at meeting," said one of 
the gossips ; ** never liked the looks of 
her. I have seen her, and noticed, once 
or twice, when dear Mr. ThornvHle would 
be quoting scripture in favor of slavery, 
how she would turn away ^er head, and 
her eye would flash and her lip curl. 1 
could see bow she hated his doctrine, aiid 
I wish I had told him of it." So spake 
Gossipery. Meanwhile, Alonzo's search 
was in vain — so excellent had been the 
precautions, so great the blessing of God 
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upon them. He returned to the plantation 
heary with wrath, and, meeting his wife at 
the door, she told him ot the escape of the 
other two slaves. This produced a new 
tempest of rage. The old aunt was close- 
ly questioned, but, as the captain had dis- 
guised himself with false whiskers and 
hair, and was not in a seaman's dress, but 
that of a city porter, he could not be iden- 
tified. While these things were transpir- 
ing, the good ship, Good Intent, was fast 
bearing our heroine to New England. On 
ship-board, she found a very interesting 
companion in the wife ef a young mechan- 
ic, who had been working out South, and 
was returning home fiiUy abolitionized by 
his Southern experience ', and the reason 
they are not all so who go thither, is, be- 
cause they have not got a heart buttoned 
up in their vests, but a callous, or, in 
scripture language, a stone, a petrifaction. 
Mrs. Charlotte Gray, the mechanic's wife, 
was, as one may say, a fine little woman. 
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Catherine gareher a detail of her oi^n ad* 
ventures, and Charlotte Gray, who had al- 
so been a domestic, related hero. As it ia- 
troduoes an entirely new character into my 
history, I will let her tell her own story. 



Thd Qood Mistress. 

Chapter I. 

" A perfect woman nobly planned 
To warn, to comfort, and command, 
And yet a spirit still and bright, 
Witb somethhig of an angel light.'* 

«' The first thing I can remember, in my 
own existence, is playing about a dirty cel- 
lar-room in one of the obscure, filthy al* 
leysofN«w York. I remember nothiBg* 
of either father or mother. An old woman, 
who told me she was my grahdmothery 
took what care of me I had taken. She 
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got o«r bread by tellingr fortunes, and wu 
tbonght bj the neighbon, to have dei^ge 
with the doTil. She oertainly seemed h»- 
«lined to work wickedness ol all sorts. — 
Dhe was very intemperate, wied the most 
profhne and indeeent language, and daily 
exereised «pon seme one hererael temper. 
As soon as 1 knew anything, I remeniber o^ 
-ten hearing her say that, as soon as I was 
big enough, she meant to make me get my 
tiring and hers by prostitution S and, there- 
fore, gloried in that sha«e of beauty it had^ 
pleased my Creator to give me. 

Among other things, my grandmotfier 
was a leeeiver of stolen goods, and a har- 
ix>rer of thief«s, harlots and low gam* 
bletv. I lived in this sink of vice seme 
jrears, and had become a proficient in att 
evil, so fiur as my age would permit;-— 
eteaUng, lying, low language, swearing and 
fighting weie practiced by me. I was a 
bold, bad gid, and daily growing wome^ 
when Heaven took pity on me and sent a. 
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human angel to my aid. Bad at I was, •ne 
human affection wa9 )efl me, and that was 
regard to my grandmother, rile as she was. 
She bad fallen ill, and I thought 1 would 
go out and beg, or steal, just as it happened, 
something for her.. It was cold weather, 
and I was creeping along the streets with 
my blue pinched feet, and shrinking up in- 
to my tattered cloak, when some one laid 
her hand upon me and said ; *• Whither is 
thee going, my child ?' 1 peeped up from 
the cloak, which was drawn up over my 
head, and neyer shall I forget the sweet 
beaming face that smiled upon me. Tet, 
somehow, I seemed to feel, for the first 
time, a sense of my own wickedness. — 
* Ma'am,* said 1, * please to gire me a 
iew cents for my sick grandmother ?' * It 
is a very cold day,* said the woman, * and 
thou art thinly clad ', how far off does thy 
grandmother live ?' I pointed to the aln 
ley i had just emerged from, bat did not 
dream she would follow me. But she took 
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my band and went with me to oar squalid 
cellar home. Ii had never been cleaned 
up since the last drunken row ; old broken 
junk bottles and mugs were lying about; 
slops and filth of all sorts were scattered 
around, and in a corner, on a dirty bed, 
blacker than the givund, lay my poor, 
wicked, and dying grandipother. The la- 
dy approached the bed and saw, what I did 
not know, that all was nearly over with 
the suffering sinner for this world, and 
that she was quite insensible. * Who 
will take care of thee,' said she, * when 
thy grandmother is dead } hast thou any . 
fJNf nds ?' There was something about the 
era lad*f that awed me into decency, and 
I 4ud, No, ma'am ; nobody but uncle Daw- 
Bdm$ Mid he ta in prison for burglary. * He 
is » wicked man, then, I fear,' said she.— 
' I can't help it, ma'am, I like him ; he 
gives me and grandmother all the rum tod- 
dy we want. * Will thee go and live with 
np V said the lady, sighing as she ^poke. 
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* No/ said I, * I had rather iiw here with 
mj grandtoiother. Bt{f Dick eomes here, 
and Tom, that hat the cock fi|fht, and lota 
more, and grandmother tella their fortune. 
A sob from the bed stopped me ; I ran to 
mj grrandmother. She was dead, i had 
nerer seen death, and here it was indeed, 
grim and frightful. 1 was shocked and 
clung to my new friend. The lad/ saw 
that my grandmother was decently buried, 
and took me to her house. Eliiabeth Moore 
was the name of the friend who had vee* 
cued me. She had a large family and a 
few domestics. 1 found that all of thent 
had lived with her for years. They were 
all as one fomily, and all harmonious. If 
any thing occurred in the house to distnrk 
the harmony, Elizabeth called them to- 
gether, and bade them remain in rest and 
silence till their bad feelings should sub- 
side. If this was not effbatual, she would 
take each party aside, and by persuaaion 
and prayer, peace would return. It was a 
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bard task ihe had undertaken with me ; — 
but she took the right way, and sought, m 
the first step, to bring my heart to Christ. 
With wonder and awe, I heard her tell of 
Jesus, and his redeeming lore, and soon 
experienced for myself deep conTineementa 
of sin, followed by entire submission to 
€h7d and that trust which brings pardon 
and peace. Here was the foundation ;— 
and soon she that stole, stole no more, and 
swearing was laid aside for prayer. 

Elizabeth Moore taught me all good 
ways in morals, and 1 was daily fed with 
light end knowledge. The minds of the 
household were lifted, by the influence of 
her and her husband, abore sordid world- 
liness. But erery household care was du- 
ly attended to in its own time and place ; 
yet, all could see, that they did not esteem 
it the sole groat business of an immortal 
mind, what shall 1 eat, what shall I drink 
and wherewithal shall I be clothed. The 
continual habit of entire order left the in- 



106 THE eoOD MISTRBSS. 

mates of the family more time than others, 
and the cheerfalness they acquired in their 
oenevolent ^nnnits gave them, I thought, 
more alacrity in their household bnsiness 
than those who live only for themselves. 
I lired with her till I was married, and had 
a letter from her just before I sailed ; one 
of her domestics is recently dead ; she says 
it will be hard to find one to fill her place. 
Bnt, from what I have seen of yon, Cath- 
erine, I think you are just the person to 
fill the place. She is much engaged for 
the slaves, and often speaks in their be* 
half." Catherine was charmed with this 
little narrative, and wished mnoh to see 
the good mistress. 

Stormy weather and adverse winds 
caused the captain to stop for some days in 
a certain seaport. While the vessel was 
lying here, the three slaves, not feeling 
safe under the auspices of the Anti-Slavery 
society, took the under-ground railway. 
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leaving the land shadowing with the wings 
of her far extending eagle, for Canada and 
the sway of Victoria. There was an anti- 
slavery lecture also giyen while they re- 
mained in that port, and Catherine, who 
had neyer been to an anti-slavery meeting, 
resolved to attend. She felt the more in- 
terest as the lectarer had, like herself, be- 
come an abolitionist at the South. 

He had gone out there to preach, but 
what he saw had bo affected him, that he 
began to preach to the slaveholders against 
that darling sin — which they roll as a sweet 
morsel under their tongues. He had, con- 
sequently, been obliged to leave his profit- 
able place, there, and return home. His 
parents, who were Mammon worshippers, 
were so offended that they disowned him. 
He had been lecturing ^ ith great power 
in some of the cities, and now was to speak 
in the seaport where the Good Intent lay. 
It was a terrible pro-slavery, business place, 
and the spirit of the lecturer had been so 
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stirred within him to see their idolatrj, that 
he came to meeting pretty well charged 
for the exhibition of the evening. Cath« 
erine and Charlotte entered the hall, es- 
eorted by Mr. Gray, while a full and very 
rich Duuculine Toice was rolling ofi o&e of 
the glorious anti-slavery hymns. The crowd 
was so great, that they could not, at first, 
get near enough to see the lecturer, who 
was thus introducing himself to the audi- 
ence ; but they worked their way along so 
that, as he closed, they could get a fail 
view of the speaker. He was in the flow- 
er of his youth. A free and lovely soul, 
which could dare and die for the rigbt,spoke 
from his face. There was, at times, some- 
thing triumphant and exhilarating in the 
tones of his voice, like those of the trum- 
pet which is said to have so maddened he- 
roes for the battle. But, when he would 
reach the heart for the slave, his voice 
would melt away into such melancholy and 
sorrowful music, that often his audience 
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were drowsecl is teari. I am persuftded 
there is great spiritual ma^etiBm in some 
voices ', they aie irresistible. Bat, when to 
this was added, as in our lecture ** thoughts 
that breathe and words that bum," thej 
are irresistible. Catherine thought so, and 
she had more than one cause for interest. 
The moment she got a fair yiew of the 
speaker, she knew him. Why did she not 
faint away, as is u^ual, at such discoveries? 
Why, because she was a girl of strong 
sense, and no nourisher of hopeless fan- 
cies. She spoke not of her discovery to 
her companion, tried to listen with compo- 
sure, and soon succeeded in the trial. He 
delineated scenes at the South wtth a mas- 
terly hand and to the life, as Catherine 
well knew. But, at length, in the course 
of his lecture, he observed that hie had 
heard that evening* on arriving at the An* 
ti-Slavery office, that three slaves had late- 
ly escaped, through the agency of a young 
lady, whe had modestly withheld her 
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name, and, from regard for the cap- 
tain's safety, who had aided her, his name 
also ; and, said he, although the joung la- 
dy is called a servant girl, and I know 
nothing of her but this deed, if i were 
President of the United States, and could 
have the hand of the greatest lady in the 
land, I would prefer that noble woman. — 
Little did Edward think, when he spoke 
these words in the warmth of his hearty 
that the woman was in the house who did 
the deed, for, they had understood, at the 
office, that the vessel had been gone for 
some days. Charlotte Gray pinched poor 
Catherine's arm black and blue. Mr. 
Gray wanted very much to tell the youn^ 
orator who was there, and between both, 
Catherine was covered with blushes ; but 
she succeeded in keeping Gray still, iand 
the lecturer went on; what might hi^ye ta- 
ken place after meeting we cannot say, 
but in a few moments after this scene, one 
of the ship's officers eame to their seats. 
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and, whispering to Gray^ said : " I and two 
others have been hunting all over the hall 
for yon. The wind has come round fair, 
and the captain says we must be all on 
board, for he shall sail to-night." Gathe^ 
irine was glad to escape, without discovery, 
and returned to the i^ssel with a light 
heart. 



When Catherine reached the city, where 
her sister and brothers lived, she felt like 
kissing the very ground of New England. 
So sweet it was to her to look around and 
see no slaves. She soon embraced her dear 
sister and brothers ; the two latter had now 
grown fine boys. She passed a week with 
Mary, at the house where she boarded, im- 
proving all the leisure Mary bad to sow in 
her young heart the seeds of sympathy for 
the millions who are perishing in this na- 
tion under the murderous grasp of slavery. 
Here she received a letter from Charlotte 
Gray, stating that Elizabeth Moore had 
8 
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filled the niaoant place in her hoaaehold. fat 
a limited time, aad weald heraelf wxite for 
her, when that time was expired. That 
Mune day, a lady called in a splendid car« 
riage, and engaged her as waiting Woman 
until aba ahaold be called to New York. 



CHAPTER X- 
tha Pn^SUi^flvy MkttreiSi and divided TOstOlft 

Catherine had a charming ride to tlie 
countrj seat of her new employer, on one 
of those divine days When all the earth 
•eems folded in a deep embrace of love ; a. 
day, which, eten in departing, threw back 
a long lingering smile, (ike some dear friend 
who, in the parting hour of life, seems tor 
linger on the threshold of existence, hor- 
ering with unspeakable affection, over thv 
leng cherished. 
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Burely^ thought Catherine, as she ap 
proached the country seat^ scenes like these 
ought to exert some inflaenee over the 
hearts of those who dwell among them }— « 
but, alas! how lately have I seen, as it 
Were, Hell in the bosom of Heayeti> 

The beautiful mansion seem<d lopped on 
ft rich velvet-like lawn, and embraced by 
an abundant growth of fruit trees. Ovef 
its fair portals hung the heavy drapery of 
a large grape vine, and glowing clusters of 
ripe roses. The clear stream, near, threW 
up a liquid light on its pure white walls.-* 
The bee murmured among the living roses 
with a rich, ceaseless hum; the waters 
chimed pleasantly among the little rocks } 
and the voice of the birds, "who sang among 
the branches," completed that heart lulling 
concert. No Wonder that Catherine felt 
that nature here, all eIo<|uent, should lead 
the soul to God and goodnes^t. 

Entering the ancient mansion, every-^ 
thing denoted the puregt taste. Here was 
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no gorgeous or unnecessary ornament, 
nothing inappropriate, but everything 
charmingly designed. And the owners of 
all this beauty, were a young and noble 
looking man, and a very beautiful . lady 
who had the carriage of a queen. She 
was an.aristocrat of the highest class, and 
felt her elevation. Her husband, bom in 
the same sphere, had a different appear* 
ance. Sensibility ,nobleness, refinement and 
the great humility of a Heaven touched 
soul, were among his prominent qualities. . 
But, without, there was a shade of deep 
sorrow on his face which did not seem nat- 
urally to belong there, but hung like an 
untimely, winiry-looking cloud on the 
brow of summer. Finally, there was some<* 
thing about these two, as they sat together 
in their fair saloon, which seemed to dissi- 
pate the felicitous impression made by the 
outward appearance of the mansion. And 
how was it? The wide doors of the saloon 
were thrown open to all the glories of the 
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departing day, as it spread its wide wings 
oyer the inimitable landscape ; and there 
were they seated, beautiful among beauty; 
how was it that the heart sunk on behold- 
ing them ? Ah ! you saw division, alien- 
ation, coldness, in this youthful pair. The 
place was no longer Paradise ; it had lost 
its best angel, — wedded Love I 

The wife was a high conservative, one 
of the elite of the exclusive circle in which 
she moved. But, of late, she had attend- 
ed the assemblies of fashion unaccompa- 
nied by her graceful spouse. Her hus- 
band no longer mingled with them. — 
Sometimes, indeed, when Mrs. Sydney 
gave parties at her own house, he mingled 
in them with his wonted grace and affabil- 
ity ; but he had been caUed to a nobler life, 
of late, than fashion knows. When his 
own heart and mind began to expand to 
the genial influencen of the Divine Spirit, 
he longed to communicate his feelings to 
the being he most loved; but here he 
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found all cold and shut up, and no partici- 
pation in his new existence. She seemed 
to loathe the life in which he lived, and 
hatred, manifested in haughty, cold oppo- 
sition, took the place of love. The lady 
had a ysry ample fortune in her own right, 
and the elegant mansion in which they 
lived was her own. Religion in her hus- 
band was life, everlasting life, working 
down through all the dead course of 
worldly events, and, like the waters of the 
prophet,wherever it came everything lived! 
His unaffected devotion and ardent philan- 
thropy drew around hiiQ a circle of kin- 
dred spirits, wlio loved his goodness and 
wisdom.' ThSse, though olten poor, un- 
known men, were welcome to his cordial 
hospitalities. His accomplished lady was 
also a eentre of attraction to a distinguish- 
ed circle, not only of the highest fashion, 
but those whose talents, given to the God 
of this world, opened for them a way to the 
*'best society.' The difierent sphere in 
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which they now moved, often occasioned 
incongruous associations under awkward 
circumstances. 

The next morning, while Catherine, in 
her new capacity of lady's maid, was 
combing the dark luxuriant hair of Mrs. 
Sydney, the following conversation totok 
place between her and her intimate fKend 
and relative, Cornelia Vernon, who was 
then passing some weeks with her. Cor- 
nelia was, like herself, one of fortune's and 
fashion*s favourites. She was 41 rich and 
beautiful young widow. " Oh !* said Mrs. 
Sydney, "if Alfred wereN)nly what he 
once was, what a charming party ours 
would be, next week ; as it is, his brother 
Lovell m'uM do the honors." 

Cornelia, '" Does he never appear now 
in society, esf^ecially at his own house ?" 

Mrs. Sydn^. "Yes, occasionally he 
appears, here, but he will not on that oc- 
casion, tor to tell you the truth, I issued 
invitations in our joint names, and sud 
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nothing to him about it at the time, and 
when I told him of my arrangementf be 
was engaged to a convention at some dis- 
tance.*' If Mrs. Sydney had confessed the 
trnth, she did not now wish to see her hus- 
band in fashionable circles^ althongh she 
would have been glad to have again had 
him there, ihet elegant and attractive 
man of fashion. She dreaded lest any 
thing should lead him to advert to the sub- 
ject of anti-slavery. Anti-slavery, a term 
at that time no more to be mentioned, in 
certain circles, than the name of God or 
Jesus, and which are never heard in the 
localities of fashion; — the symbols of an 
existence to be forgotten as much as pos- 
sible. *<How strange,'' said Cornelia^ 
" that, after being accustomed from birth 
to elevated society, the very purest in the 
country, he can endure his present associ- 
ates and manner of life ?" 

Mrs, Sjfdney, " Oh ! he says he never 
enjoyed true life until now, and as for him 
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associates, he glories in them as the good 
and the true; with them, he says, is true 
wisdom, indigenous eloquence springing 
up from a strong virgin soil, and under a 
new sort of cultiyation." 

Cornelia* <*The truth is, he is a fa- 
natic, enamored of fanaticism ; and, dear 
coz., I know no cure for it but to let it 
have its run, like any other fever." 

Mrs. Sydney, " Any how, we shall have 
a brilliant party, certainly. Besides your- 
self, there will be that wonderful beauty, 
who has just appeared in society, the ex- 
quisite Mary Byron, the theme of every 
minstrel's art. The two Misses Wood- 
ville, ealled the Sirens of the West, whose 
musical talents are unsurpassed. Then 
there is our own Louise, called the Rose of 
Vew England, and that pretty little med- 
ley of affectation, wit, and witching beauty, 
Cara Wood." 

CopuUa, '* Enough, enough, for beauty 
bright) at Lieutenant Jones says; tell me 
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what extraordinary male luminaries will 
appear in your horizon?" 

Mrs, Sydney. " We have a rare one, 
my dear, a travelling Baronet, who w very 
accomplished, and has been in the East ; 
a foreign minister and his attache ; the 
colonel and one or two fine looking young 
officers ; a Mr. Walingham who has made - 
his fortune in the East Indies, and return- 
ed home with ingots of gold. Also Mr. 
Villiers, a young man of promise, one ot our 
most prominent Representatives in Con- 
gress 'y and thst delightful John, the bean 
poet, as he is called ; are not these varie- 
ties enough to enumerate, beside a host 
more? for our set is rich now in itself; 
it is a perfect galaxy." 

Cornelia, *' Charming prospect ! I 
should think it might tempt our Alfred, the 
great, back again ; how long is it since he 
fell into this singularity.^ I remember 
seeing you, soon after your marriage, at a 
fancy ball, when you were the observed of 
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all observers, considered as very models of 
beauty, hymeneal bliss, and all that!'* 

Mrs. Sydney, " Soon after oMr mar- 
riage ! it must have been very soon, for, a 
very few months after we were married, 
he had a lingering sickness which seemed 
to leave him in a sad, serious frame of 
mind ; he read the Bible almost continu- 
ally, and used to be much in retirement. — 
1 rallied him on his low spirits, collected 
gay company, and gave various entertain- 
ments to arouse and divert him ; but noth- 
ing would do ; he held on the gloomy ten- 
or of his way, until, at last, one day, he 
came to me, and embracing me, said ; < my 
dear Laura, I have been sufifering severely, 
but am now at peace ! Shall I tell you my 
feelings ?, He then went on in a detail 
perfectly strange and incomprehensible to 
me. I told him I did not understand his 
state of mindy but, as I considered our 
course of life perfectly innocent, I did not 
see the use of any eccentric deviation from 
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it. I told him I thought any ado about 
such matters, 'in bad taste. As we had 
both been confirmed, in conformity with 
our parent's wishes, when very young, I 
did not see the necessity of any publicity, 
and hoped he would attend me to all pla- 
ces of fashionable resort, for, I told him, in 
these days, a religious appearance instead of 
incuring odium, would increase his influ- 
ence, provided he took right steps, and kept 
his standing in the great world of fashion." 

Cornelia, ** And what did he say, what 
could he say, to such rational reasoning !" 

Jlirg, Sydney, ^* Oh ! he said he had 
hoped for entire sympathy from me, and 
was disappointed, and all that; but you 
have not heard the worst; the religious 
fever was nothing compared to what fol- 
lowed. A year age, a rustic, queer look- 
ing genius called here with some books and 
pamphlets under his arm. He had, indeed^ 
a striking tear-the-world-up sort of look, 
strange expression in his eyes, — a glory 
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seen through thick darkness, hair worn af* 
ter the fashion in which Milton represents 
Adam's, a flowing beard, and a sort of 
half Quaker dress. He requested to see 
Mr. Sydney ; he was admitted to the study, 
and, yery soon, my husband came out, and 
said, as it waa near night fall, he had in- 
vited the stranger to pass the night here. 
I thought nothing of this, as he is eon* 
stantly offering the hospitality of his house 
to some one. . I went, the next day, on tt 
visit to my father. The stranger spent a 
fortnight here, and at the end of the fort« 
nigbt, Alfred went off with him to an Anti- 
Slavery Convention. There was an end 
of all conjugal sympatky with us. The 
stranger was one of these fanatical abolt* 
tionists, a very hydra of radicalism of all 
sorts. Anything else I could have borne^ 
my dear friend, better than to have seen 
Alfred run mad aflerthis iow, wicked, un- 
natural excitement.'* 

Comdia. " How I pity you. I hope 
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yoa ezpoBtolated with him freely, for ihifl 
extravajfuice*" 

Mrs. Sydnty. *'Ym; 1 told him he 
would lose caate entirely > that some of our 
most select and dear friends and connec* 
tions were at the South ; 1 told him that 
slavery was an affair that concerned the 
South alone; that the negro race were 
evidently designed for their condition, and 
I wished we had the same sort of servaata 
here. That it was a rabid, tulgar eiceite- 
ment originating in a poor printer's shop^ 
My husband) in return, asked me how I 
should like to have my little Alfred sold 
on the auction block , branded and whipped 
away by his owner f 1 told him that was 
quite a different thing ; that they were an 
inferior race, and even if the tales oi their 
hard usage were true, I presump their na-^ 
tures were so low that it was necessary to 
break them in, like mules and horses, and 
to chastise them when refractory/' 

CorntUa^ ^' You spoke like one who 
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has flome true Southern blood ; what said 
he?" 

Mrs, Sydney. ** 1 nerer shall forget how 
he looked. * If 1 had thought,' said he^ 
* that such a heart as jou hare 8hown« beat 
in your boflom, if you had possessed the 
loveliness of a seraph^ and the wealth of 
the world, I would not have united my 
fate to yours." 

C9meUa, <• Pretty severe ; but has he 
not softened since?" 

Mrs. Sydney. ^'After a certain time, we 
talked together with less warmth, but 
equal firmness on both sides, and came to 
a stern agreement, that each should pursue 
their own course, without molestation to 
the other. As to our little Alfred, as he 
grows older, he must take his chance be* 
tween us. Since then, he waits upon me oc- 
casionally, talks common matters, but nev- 
er touches on the forbidden ground. He 
ir punoiillioua in the observances of po- 
liteness to me, and attentive to all my 
Wank, but no moXtf/^ 
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Comdia. " I wonder if he would suN 
fer me to talk with him ? My sister, you 
know, married at the South, and she says 
the slaves are Tisry happy there." Cath* 
erine could hear no longer. She had fin- 
ished dressing the beautiful hair and was 
at work on some trimming. ** Ladies,'* 
said she, ** I suppose you think I have no 
right to speak, but I have been at the South 
and know the slaves are not happy.!**— 
«• Heigho !" said Mrs. Sydney, «* the plagao 
is breaking out on all sides. You had bet- 
ter mind your sewing, Catherine,**— then 
in a lower tone, apart, to Cornelia, said^ 
*' she has lived with plebeians ; will only 
stay here a short time." 

Catherine was now known, from her own 
avowal, to be on the side of the slave. She 
was, therefore, on the unpopular side of the 
house, all the servants being on the side 'of 
the mistress and indulged by her. Catherine • 
oflen had to speak for the right in the 
kitchen, and was often reminded of that 
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saying of the wise mail) "the poor that op* 
presseth the poor is like a sweeping wind,*' 
di c. Many were the gross jests and ill-na- 
tured words with which she was assailed. 
Then, in her attendance on Mrs-Sydney, 
she was more politely annoyed, for Mrs. 
Sydney admired the manner in which 
Catherine discharged her duties as waiting 
maid, and was very desirous to retain her 
in her service. She hoped by bribery, flat* 
tery and persuasion, to drive her from her 
principles, but she could not efiect it, and 
told her confidante, Cornelia, that she had 
found, by experience, that where once the 
anti-slavery belief had taken root in a 
mind, you might as well attempt to shake 
the solid foundation ol Heaven as to root 
it out. Catherine had facts to oppose to 
theory, and, once being permitted to speak, 
she was astonished to find her " month 
filled with arguments.*' Who has ever 
known the might of God in their own soul, 
like those whom some god-like cause 
9 
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drtiws out ? Her persecutions here For anti - 
slavery exceeded those she had endured at 
Mrs. Uargrave*s, for religion. The cook 
herself, a portly colored woman, exceeded 
in pro-slavery ; she didn't thank the white 
gentlemen and ladies for making things 
worse than they were at the South, much 
more to have thepe poor white folks med- 
dling; they had better take care and see 
that they were not made slaves of, them- 
selves. She was annoyed and beset on all 
hands, but her inward .might grew with 
opposition. 

« « « « « 

*' The halls, the halls of dazzling light." 
The evening of the party came. The 
place seemed, for a time, a gay temple of 
pleasure. Everything was there that a 
delicate taste and fruitful imagination, 
stimulated by an active selfishness, could 
suggest, to gratify pride and voluptuous- 
ness. Touth, beauty, wit, enchanting 
song, and the graceful dance threw an 
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ethereal grace over what was reallj gross 
and eartlily. In the midst of the revel?, 
the mistress of the mansion reigned in un- 
rivalled loveliness. She was in her ele- 
ment; the world, the fashionable world, 
where her heart and her treasure were, her 
conscience, her mind, was all formed by 
its rules. She dwelt in its illusions, and 
was herself one of its greatest illusions. — 
1 have read of fair fairy scenes that, to the 
eye, appeared as some royal resplendent 
palace, the triumph of transcendant art, 
and yet i^as nought but glittering show, 
where all was, in reality, a desolate desert. 
For what is beauty but the phantom of an 
hour, where the true life is wanting ? To 
an open vision, there is nothing so melan- 
choly as one of these soulless 'revels.— 
There is an atmosphere there which oppres- 
sen the heart ; it is the- stagtaation of moral 

death. 

» « » « * • 

Three figures now appeared on the broad 
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step of the porch, near the door of the 
hall ; not the elated sons and daughters of 
f^ishion, vieing in the richness and elegance 
of their attire *, no exquisite glass of fash- 
ion, no helle flinging back her flowing 
locks from her fair neck; so tar diflerent 
were these from those who tiironged the 
hall,—" the halls of dazzling light." The 
eldest wore a broad brimmed hat, under 
which appeared a face clear and luminous, 
in whose light your very heart might rest, 
albeit there was an unwonted expression of 
anxiety there at the time. He was in a 
drab travelling coat which bore the marks 
ot hasty and bad travelling. His India 
rubbers, instead of displaying the wonted 
neatness of his order, were defiled with 
mud, and he breathed as one much fa- 
tigued. A slight and graceful mulatto 
youth stood trembling beside him, as if 
shrinking within himself from fear, lie 
was clad in a long, loose frock coat, every 
way too large lor him, the waist reachinor 
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to the lower limbs, and the skirts trailling 
to his feet. An old slouched hat drawn 
down over his eyes, too eloquent for a chat- 
tel — those full gazelle like eyes so otten oc- 
curring in the mixed race, their naturally 
wild and timorous expression, enchanced 
by the fear the youth was in, for he abso- 
lutely quaked with fear. A pair of short 
boots, covered with mud, completed his 
equipments. The third was a youth with 
that serene enthusiasm of expression, which 
arises from a clear head and feeling heart, 
united to undaunted moral courage. From 
a forehead like the morning, his dark hair 
parted and fell waving on his shoulders. — 
Around his light but muscular form, he 
wore a loose coat, somewhat worn, but 
worn in good service. 

"Stop here,'* said the elder stranger, 
" stop here, and I will go in ;" and, push- 
ing aside Major Domos, servants and all, 
with the arm of a Hercules, the sturdy 
stranger strode into the very midst of the 
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opened saloon, into the very presence of 
Mrs. Sydney. " Where is thy husband?*' 
said he, entirely regardless of all around 
him ; '^ tell me, friend, this moment, I have 
urgent business." There was that about 
the questioner which overawed the haughty 
and incensed Mrs. Sydney, and she told 
him, though blushing with rage and con- 
fusion, where her husband was. The 
Quaker's countenance fell, and he left the 
room as unceremoniously as he had enter- 
ed it. He joined the three in the porch, 
and withdrawing to the further extremity 
of it, they consulted together in a low tone. 
But the news of the three strangers reach- 
ed the ears of Catherine, then waiting in 
the dressing room. In an instant, with 
the intuitive quickness of woman when her 
soul is wide awake to a subject, she saw 
through it all, and ran down stairs in a 
moment. She knew where the key of the 
stable was kept, took it, ran out, unlocked 
the door, unbari-ed an adjoining gate 
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which opened into the high road, and dart- 
ed round the house, enveloped, so as not 
to be known, in a large shawl. She ap- 
proached the group in the porch, put the 
key into the Quaker's hand and said to him 
*« It is the key of the stable ; the fleetest 
horse is nearest the door; take it, Mr. 
Sydney would lend it. There is a wagon 
and harness in the shed adjoining, take 
them through the gate I have opened into 
the road." She spoke, slipped a dollar into 
the hand of the young mulatto,and was gone 
in an instant. Her orders were obeyed, 
and in a few moments the hard hunted 
slave and her protectors, (for it was a fe- 
male in disguise) were on their way to 
Canada. When they had gone far out in- 
to the country, the younger of the two 
men broke silence. ** That voice that 
spoke to us to night from under that shawl, 
that voice I have heard before ; I could toll 
it from all others, and yet years have passed 
away since I heard it/' 
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•* It was like the voice of an angel to 
me to-night," said the Quaker, *' the most 
dulcet sound I ever heard. Bless her, for 
the very prettiest little horse thief I ever 
remember to have seen ; but thy fancy is 
at work, I don't think thee has ever seen 
her before." 

The young man did not reply, but drove 
on; but still the apparition in the shawl was 
before him that night, notwithstanding 
their perilous situation. 

Meanwhile, Catherine slipped down, 
closed the gate, fastened the stable, re- 
placed the key, and returned to her post 
without being discovered. For this she 
thanked God ; but now, when her fervor of 
excitement was over, she began te tremble 
fopher own temerity. But she grew calm 
on reflecting that she had not been missed 
from her station, that the loss of the horse 
and wagon would not be discovered until 
next morning, and then, the first step taken 
would be to apprise Mr. Sydney. She re- 
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solved to forestall the last measure, by 
writing to him herself before she slept, and 
giving him a sketch of the late events, es- 
pecially what she had done, and her mo- 
tives. Quieting herself with these thoughts 
she sat looking very demurely, when 
Louise Sydney, (Mr. Sydney's sister,) and 
Cornelia Vernon came into the dressing 
room, in a recess of the dance. 

" Did you see that overgrown gotz," said 
Louise ; ** how he came stalking in. He 
made no more of us than if we had been 
so many white millers in the sun, and left 
his tracks all over the rich carpet.'' Cor- 
nelia said he \i ould never have entered be- 
fore that assembly, in that careless style, 
unless he had been perfectly crazy ; his to- 
tal disregard for all around him was proof 
of this, and if she had been Mrs. Sydney 
she would have had him forcibly removed, 
like any other insane man. Louise replied 
that she thought the stranger was one of 
Alfred's friend8,and they were all deranged 



J 



138 THE PRO-SLAVXRT MISTRKSf, 

more or less. She wished this wretched 
Abolition monomania had not come into 
their family at least. She was afraid it 
would be the death of poor Laura. " Did 
you observe her to-night," said Cornelia, 
**' first blushing to her temples, and then 
her very lips blanched into whiteness ? I 
never pitied any one so before. I shall 
talk seriously with Alfred about this af- 
fair ; it is shocking to have such a party as 
this intiuded upon by these wandering, 
crazy old Quixotes." So they gossipped 
for a while, then, with a few mutual com- 
pliments to each other's appearance, they 
returned to the revel. Catherine heard 
not a word they had said. She had buried 
her head in her lap, and was thinking of 
the three strangers. j 

It was the Anti-slavery Pentecost, 
when all the disciples were of ** one heart 
and one soul." They were holding one 
of those early, glorious, soul stirring con- 
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ventions, the first they had coirvened in 
a certain citj. I believe, seldom, since the 
day of the jubilant chant of angels — 
'^ good will to men," has a, meeting been 
held, over which the descending Spirit 
more manifestly hovered, touching every 
speaker's lips with fire from the altar. — 
There are many, who yet remain a part of 
the great heart of the age, and some who 
are fallen asleep ; yea, some who wear the 
crown of martyrdom in Heaven. One 
was there on whom the power so rested^ 
that, while he spoke, the vast hall seemed 
filled with the glory of Jehovah. Oh ! ho w 
his powerful soul dilated with the largeness 
of his love. With supernatural strength 
he laid the axe to the root of that giant 
evil that has put forth its thick branches 
all over the land. Fear not, ye good and 
true ; that tree shall yet come down, thun- 
dering, crashing, split with hot thunder- 
bolts, seamed and scarred with lightnings 
to the earth. 
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In the midst of free souls, and hearts 
awakei.ed to the sound of this jubilee 
clarion, was Alfred Sydney, forgetting, in 
his devotion to truth, his own private sor- 
rows. When, after his conversion, cold 
repulse or bitter scorn, made him feel that 
he was united, for life, to a woman without 
sympathy for him, only those who have 
felt such disappointments can understand 
his grief. Domestic Bliss is the Harbor of 
rest ; but woe to those who strike on some 
quicksand which engulfs their hopes. But 
here, in doing good to his utmost ability, he 
found his consolation greater than his 
grief. Sweet joy thrilled the heart of God's 
own keeping. He received Catherine's 
letter on the second day of the Conven- 
tion, and another at the same time from 
his wife. Catherine very simply set be- 
fore him the apparent exigence of the case, 
confessing the extraordinary steps she had 
been driven to take, relying on his well 
known devotion to the slave. But, she ad- 
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ded, if he did not approve the step, she 
had a little sam saved from her wages, 
which should be cheerfully given to in- 
demnify him. Alfred Sydney wrote im- 
mediately in reply that, although he did 
not know before that God had sent one of 
the slave's guardian angels to his dwelling, 
he rejoiced in the fact, and so far from 
disapproving what she had done, he ad- 
mired her God inspired heroism, and was 
glad she bo well understood his feelirtgs 
towards the sacred cause ; telling her, also, 
Jienceforth to regard him as a brother 
filled with the most sincere respect and 
interest towards her. ^he letter from his 
wife was as follows. 

" My Dear Alfred :— 

I am sorry to tell you that your favor- 
ite horse. Red Rover, was taken last night 
from the stable ; also the little farm wagon. 
The thmg is rendered more mysterious, by 
the stable door being found safely locked, 
as usual, and the key in its wonted place. 
I have (in my own view at least) a clue by 
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which to unravel this otherwise unaccount- 
able affair. I think it a duty 1 owe to mj- 
self and jou, to give you my olucidatioo 
of it, how uncharitable and prejudiced 
soever you may suppose me. I wish to 
do it, also, that I may in this connes^ioD, 
speak ol a circumstance which has cover* 
ed lue with mortification, yet, for which 
you, alone, are to blame. On the evening 
of our late party, when nearly all the 
guests were assembled, and 1, forgetful of 
many unpleasant circumstances, was quit« 
happy, a very uncouth, unceremonious per- 
son, in a course quaker dress, forced him- 
self into my presence and before my 
guests. In vain the servants sought to op- 
pose him, he put them aside with a giant's 
powor, and approached me. He came di- 
rectly to me, where 1 stood full of vexation 
and shame, and asked for you ; only think 
of this Alfred ; put yourself in my situa- 
tion, surrounded by the most polite and 
refined assembly, and so intruded upon by 
ihis ffross person who, having learned all 
I had strength to tell him, strode out of 
the room, leaving his course foot prints be- 
hind him. Imagine how I felt ; all eyes 
were upon me. Certainly, it could not 
fail to bring to every one's mind your wil- 
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ful Io.<-s of caste, and the vulgar associates 
with which you have identified yourself. — 
I should not have been able to rally all the 
evening if your brother Lionel had not 
come to my assistance. It is to you, Al- 
fred, 1 owe all this distress; you, who 
once gave me nothing but pleasure. But 
I forget myself, and the main subject of 
my letter. The servants, at the time of 
this man's egress, Awere too much taken 
up with the arrival of new guests to ob- 
serve him. But, when first observed, two 
others were wiili him, very rulfianly look- 
ing men like himself. The next morning- 
we discovered the robbery, and it is my 
sincere belief that these men were the rob- 
bers. I do not see why these freeboot- 
ing people, who think it no harm to sleal a. 
slave from his master to-day, should think 
it any harm to steal a horse from you to- 
morrow, so that you, certainly, have no 
right to complain. You have eifectually 
prevented me from giving any more parties 
here, by leaving the way open to such in- 
sults. J shall, in future, entertain my 
friends at my father's house, whither i 
shall soon entirely betake myself, unless- 
there is an alteration in our afifairs. I 
hope, however, that the recital of this in- 
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suit to yoiis wife and her guests, and the 
less criminal robbery of your property, 
may open your eyes and destroy your un- 
fortunate monomania. 

Laura Sydney.'* 

Alfred Sydney, thus replied : 

" My dear wife : — 

Vou need give yourself no anxiety 
about my loss. The hbrse and wagon are 
in the hands of an excellent man, and in 
far better service than mine. Neither 
would 1 have you grieve for the unexpect- 
ed disturbance of your party. The con- 
ventional etiquette of ceremonious society 
is entirely unknown to the individual you 
ii^ention, and he was too much absorbed 
inhis great errand, to feel that he discon- 
certed you. But 1 will try to prevent all 
future evils of that kind by remaining at 
home when you give an entertainment, if 
you will have the kindness to acquaint me 
in time; and if you will, whenever it is 
possible, so arrange it as not to clash with 
any important engagement of my own. — 
I think if you could understand my feel- 
ings towards you, you would have spared 
me some harsh expressions in your letter. 
Yours as ever, 

Alfred Sydney." 
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The next daj brought him still another 
letter; this was from the Farmer Friend. 

''^Friend Sydney: 

Perhaps thou has already learned the 
loss of thy horse and wagon, and the ur* 
gent occasion for which it was borrowed 
at thy stable. We shall return thy way, 
and return thee what is thine, and, friend 
Stanley proposes to lecture a while in thy 
vicinity. The cause which has made a 
traveler of mo is this : I am a farmer in 
Pennsylvania, and largely concerned Mn 
ihe emancipation of slaves. In going to 
the city with produce, 1 oft times went to 
a family where two brothers from the South 
had the charge of a slave between them. 
She waited upon the wife of the one, (the 
other brother had no wife.) One of these 
men was a cripple and ill-tempered ; the 
other brother was a more powerful tyrant. 
The poor, wretched slave secretly applied 
to me for help. I was greatly moved, but 
could not extend it to her because I had 
heard she was an apprentice and not a 
slave. I was finally undeceived as to this 
idea, but 1 feared 1 had learned the truth 
too late, hearing that the family where she 
was, were to embark immedifliely for Louis- 
10 
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iana^ except the well brother, who was ab- 
sent. Truly, friend, my spirit was thrown 
into a great anguish, but even while I 
prayed and groaned before the Eternal, a 
little colored girl, who was known to me^ 
ran into the place where I abode and 
whispered to me : ' Fanny has run away ; 
she is in such a house — naming the house 
of a colored friend — but the officers are 
after her.' 

As soon as darkness prevailed — and it 
proved, providentially ,a dark night — 1 went 
to the house where she was concealed, and 
here she told me how she had escaped.-^ 
Her well master being absent, she was left 
in charge of the cripple. The ladies be« 
ing out, the old cripple became irritated 
and beat her with a very perverHe cruelty 
about the head. To escape the violence of 
his hands, she ran out into the street with- 
out premeditating, and, no doubt, under 
an impulse from on high. She kept on 
running, bareheaded, until she came into 
the quarter of the city where these color- 
ed friends dwelt, and they concealed her. 
I had an old frock coat, and some old 
clothes which my nephew, who had lost 
his parents, and we had brought up with 
us, and wKo was then at a trade in the city , 
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had sent home to be repaired. 1 said to 
her, disguise thyself in this apparel and 
]ie down flat upon the straw in the wagon. 
Edward Stanley, who thou knowest to be 
a vigorous youth, and valiant for righteous- 
ness, joined us as we departed — he being 
better acquainted with the country than we. 
He had been laboring in the regions round- 
about, and we took courage at his pres- 
ence. 1 will not here recount to thee the 
perils and trials of our journey, being hot- 
ly pursued by her master, but will pass on 
to the day that we stopped at thy place. — 
We had been compelled to leave our horse 
and wagon at the house of a friend, as it 
had been identified and advertised, and to 
pursue our journey, as we might. The day 
on which we stopped at thy place, we were 
traveling by the mail stage a little way 
through a thinly settled part of the coun- 
try ; we were somewhat apprehensive, but 
being greatly weary with foot traveling, 
ag-reed to ride for a season. We had not 
Jong rejoiced in our momentary ease, when 
one of those foolish women, who annoyed 
Job and Solomon, in former days, got into 
the stage. Her eye, swift unto mischief, 
descried our poor little colored friend. ' H* 
that nigger,' said she, ** was not a boy, I 
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shoald think it was the same girl 1 heard 
a man speaking of at the tavern I came 
from, to meet the stage. He is one of 
your great Southern gentlemen. He says 
he will have her if be spills the last drop 
of his blood for it, and when he gits her, 
he will make her smart for it ; and I hope 
he will. I hate niggers ; and these yere 
abolitioners, 1 wish they were all burnt 
up.' I took alarm nt this, and poor Fanny, 
the slave, seemed near fainting. I opened 
the stage door and alighted to stop the 
stage driver, but not before i thus address- 
ed the woman. ' Thou, who art thyself, 
to outward view, of such on ill favor, 
(which is not, however, to thy reproach,) 
what has moved thee to rise up against the 
poor of the Lord : thy curses shall come 
home to thyself, and thy evil wishes blast 
nothing but thine own heart.* With these 
words I left the woman, and, having de- 
scended and caused the driver to stop, I 
paid him full fare for us, but told him 1 
iiad decided on changing our route. My 
companions thereupon alighted, and we 
travelled on ns well as we could. Throii<rh 
wet and miry places, across lots, through 
woods, and brakes, and marshes, we pur- 
sued our way. VYe did not draw near thy 
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place till long after night fall, and resolved 
to try thy love for the slave that night. — 
There seemed to be a merry making at thy 
house, but I would not stop to think of 
that when a human being's liberty was at 
stake. Thy servants rudely sought to 
prevent ray entrance to see thy good wo- 
man — an inhospitality I feel they did not 
learn from thee. I put them aside and 
addressed thy wife, who told me where thou 
wast. Seeing thou wast gone, and things 
seemed to be in opposition, I was gathering 
up my mind for a halt in the woods for 
the night, and was conferring with my com- 
panions on the steps relating thereto, when 
a young woman, wrapt in a shawl, came to 
us, gave me the key of the stable and lib- 
erty to take thy horse and wagon. That 
woman seemed to me, at this crisis, so 
much like an angel of the most High, that- 
I should not hnve dared to disobey her. — 
There was a * Lord hath need of him' au- 
thority about her. So we took thy horse, 
nothing questioning, and it was, as she 
said, a fleet beast. We are now just enter- 
ing Canada. 

Tour friend, 

Ezra Wobthik^tok." 
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To this letter Alfred Sydney returned a 
suitable answer, requesting his friends to 
call on their return from their northern ex- 
pedition. But let us return to our Cather- 
ine ; the very day she carried her letter to 
Mr. Sydney to the office, she received one 
from Elizabeth Moore, which van thus : 

" Dear Friend :— 

I told Charlotte Gray, some time 
since, I would write thee as soon as the 
place thou didst wish to occupy should be 
vacant. Although thou wiit have a dif- 
ferent portion of household care from my- 
self, yet thy position will be one which I 
hold to be equally honorable, in itself, and, 
if held by one like thyself, no ways dimin- 
ishing thy right to equal con^panionship. 
Come, then, let us work together, and rest 
together. Let us labor together, not only 
at home but abroad; carrying the happi- 
ness of our own hearts and homes to oth- 
ers. Come to thy home and wine. 

Elizabeth Moore.*' 

Catherine read this letter and thanked 
God, for now she trusted she had found the 
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long sought blessing*, a good mistress. — 
Nor did she delay her departure. Mrs. 
Sydney lefl home the next day but one af- 
ter her gala. She had always considered 
Ci^therine pre-engaged and did not even 
ask her whither 8h\9 was going. Gather- 
ine had been only a butt among the ser- 
vants, and had been unable to allay their 
spirit of persecution, so that she parted 
from them without regret. 

Some weeks after, when Mr. and Mrs. 
Sydney were again in their own home, and 
in the saloon where we first introduced 
them to our readers, Mr. Sydney, after 
reading a letter, looked up at his wife, who 
sat reading also, and said, " Laura, what 
has become of Catherine, the waiting wo- 
man you had a short time since.** 

" I do not know,** said Mrs. Sydney, 
laying aside her book with an air of inter- 
est. " It was quite an oversight in me not 
to have learned, at the time, where she was 
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going, for it was my purpose, if ever she 
were disengaged again, to have taken her 
steadily into my service if possible ; but 
why did yon ask the question ?" 

»* Because," said he, "I have a letter 
here which she osght to see, and I feel 
sorry that you can give me no clue to find 
her. Do not any of the servants know ?'* 

«* Oh! no, they never liked Catherine ; 
she was too mad an abolitionist for them ; 
even Dina said, ' Katy was a proud thing, 
sticking up abodt what was none of her 
business ; better let the black folks atone, 
and take care of herself, she would 
have enough to do at that.* I liked Cath- 
erine," added Mrs. Sydney, " She had 
been at the South, and 1 must confess I 
have often tt^ought, since she left, of what 
she told me." 

It was the first time Mrs. Sydney had 
made any admission of the kind to her hus- 
band. It made an opening for him to give 
her the hiitory of the horse and wagon. — 
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So far from being angry, she laughed heart- 
ily, and said, '' who would have thought 
that still, demure little Kate had so much 
spirit and decision.*' 

*^ It has procured for her a good home," 
said her husband, and he read the letter he 
had just received from Friend Worthing- 
ton, which ran as follow* :— 

*^ X>ear Friend : 
We are now on our way home, and, 
if God permit, will take up with thy invi- 
tation and make thee a call, especially, for 
that friend Stanly desires to give a course 
of lectures^in thy vicinity. We have hap- 
pily disposed of Fanny. She is placed 
in the family of a brother of mine, where 
she will be kindly cared for, and her labors 
not severe. I wished to call on thee, not 
only for the satisfaction of seeing thee, but 
also, having resolved, after communica- 
ting with my wife about it, to take, as oar 
own, the y«ung lady at thy house,— she 
who helped us off on that memorable ni^ht, 
and who was certainly incited and strength- 
ened thereto by the <*Spirit of council and of 
might.*' Though not rich we have a good 
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farm, and no children, and have been long 
looking for such an one as I think we have 
found in her. 

I am thine for the truth, 

Ezra Worthington.'* 

They had hardlj finished reading the 
letter, when the stage set down at the gate 
Ezra Worthington, (not now discomposed 
and soiled, but in true Quaker like seren- 
ity and purity,) and his young friend, Ed- 
ward Stanley. Mr. Sydney saw, with 
pleasure, that these guests were received, 
by Mrs. Sydney, with more kindness of 
manner than similar guests had ever been 
welcomed before. The disappointment of 
Friend Worthington was great, to find that 
Catherine was gone and no one knew 
where. As to Edward's feelings, we may 
judge from what Friend Worthington said 
to him when they were alone. '*Thee 
seems to me,'* said he, " like one in a but- 
terfly chase ', thou hast all but thy hand on 
her, and she is gone." 
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*'It has always been thus," said Ed- 
ward, " from the hour that she parted from 
me in my sick chamber, with a prayer 1 
can never forget. I never could find her. 
1 have enquired for her often, but she was 
just gone, and she is now ; for now I know 
it is she. They called her Catherine Sin- 
clair, and I know there is but one Cather- 
ine Sinclair ! But I will try to do my duty 
here, and God will take care that 1 shall 
not always lose her." 

"That is right," said the Friend, «<do 
God's work, and He will work for thee." 

The course of lectures in the village 
was an admirable one. The young lectur- 
er, far from yielding to his disappointment, 
appeared to gird himself anew for the con- 
flict ; like a true son of Christ Jesus, who» 
far from being weakened by adversity, 
gathers strength therefrom. The season 
of temporal affliction is oflen a season of 
spiritual joy The old Hebrew has it, that 
the Lord appeared to Moses in fire in a 
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bramble bush ; the fire and the brambles are 
both typical. OAen, since, has he ap- 
peared to his people out of a bramble bash. 
And so it was here ; this youth who had 
conceired a true love for her who had been 
a means of his salvation, had, from that 
time, sought to see her, and, owing to the 
circumstances of her situation, her remov- 
al to another city, and other fortuitoas 
events, had always failed to renew the ac- 
quaintance. The following lines were 
thrown off by him at one of these seasons 
of disappointment: • 

** Come to me, yisi(m bright, 
With that angelic air, 
As when, on that remembered night 
You bowed for me in prayer. 

The tears that fell like rain, 
Like spring's trasparent showers. 

When shall they fall for me again. 
As in those holy bonis ? 

Where are those eyes that were 
Like angels to me given ? 
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Whose rapt, adoring fire could bear 
My soaring soul to Heaven. 

Those sweet and hallowed tones 

That I have longed to hear ; 
Are they on earth no longer known, 

But in some Heavenly sphere ? 

Thou guide star who hath led 
To Ck)d my wandenng mind ! 

Where are thy gentle glories shed ? 
Thy home where shall I find ? 

1 miss thee — all heavenly ray, 
Yet may not, must not mourn ; 

Onward and upward lies my way; 
Bweet thoughts of love begone." 

There waj a sort of anti-slavery revival 
under these lectures. With a soul whose 
strength of love for the" right was truly 
Godlike, young Stanley threw his soul in- 
to his lectures, and the consequence was, 
that there was a strong excitement through- 
out the place. Many were convinced by, 
and many resisted, the truth. " The Spirit 
shall lead into all truth," saith Christ. — 
The Truth, as it is in Jesus, the great truth 
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of the Gospel, our BalTation by Grace, is 
tho great central truth, but all other truth 
radiates from that, and the soul that has 
truly received the light of the great truth, 
will never reject the fainter rays from the 
same fountain. An event, which was a 
source of great satisfaction to the lecturer 
was, that amidst those who there yielded 
to the Spirit, which shall lead into all truth, 
was the wife of Alfred Sydney ,who seemed 
to give her heart up to Christ and the slave 
simultaneously. The tears that she shed 
on the bosom of the husband, to whom she 
was restored with ten fold love, fell, as it 
were, like a weight of unspeakable glorious 
reward on the heart of the young reform- 
er ; and, after a few more <ieliohlfuI days, 
iie v.rnt, with Friend Worthington," to re- 
new his Inbory in the great city of New 
York'. 



CHAPTER XI. 

The Good Mistress. 

When Catherine arrived in New York, 
she was received by Elizabeth Moore^ *' not 
as a servant, but as a sister beloved." — 
Elizabeth lived in a large, commodious 
house in a pleasant situation. Within itB 
walls, order reigned without restraint, and 
religion without formality. That delight- 
ful, home feeling, '\^hich so few kuow how 
to impart to a stranger, was experienced at 
once in this place. There was a mixture of 
personal and social independence, in the 
whole economy of the household, which 
was the work of a great and good mind. — 
Catherine never found work so pleasant be- 
fore, for none, thoughtlessly, disarranged 
her work when done, for they considered 
her work as their own. Elizabeth's first 
rule was.jrreat reo^ularity in tiuu'; llic next 
was in place ; another, was regularity in 



160 THE GOOD MISTRESS. 

living; and another, in expenditure. Eliz- 
abeth was always willing to pay good help 
well. She never was in haste about it, but 
selected with caution. She interested her> 
self in everything t|}at related to her do- 
mestics, and made Jheir concerns her own. 
Every day, they had a season of reunion, 
reflection and prayer. If any disturbance 
arose in the family, Elizabeth settled it 
with the parties herself, as if she were their 
mother. If she had a bad domestic, a cir- 
cumstance she tried to avoid, she did her 
best to reform them, and if she failed, they 
were dismissed from the family, but not 
forgotten. They were followed up by a 
charity that never failed. In her govern' 
iiient of her children, she was said to hold 
them by a silken cord. She was so goo<l 
a practical physiologist, that she had not 
the trouble many mothers have with their 
children. She always expected every do- 
mestic to appear at her table in plain neat 
attire. It was always a cheerful and hap- 
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py reunion, as they gathered in from their 
▼arioas employments. There was, almost 
always, some friends with them, and de- 
ligrhtfal discourse enlivened their plenti- 
ful, healthful, hospitable Uble. Elizabeth 
now took great pains with Catherine, 
whose expanding mind promised to repay 
her care. She was so active, that she 
found time, not only for her in-door work 
and some study, but was also a useful as- 
sistant to Elizabeth in her labors of love. — 
One morning, after Catherine had passed 
some happy weeks in her new home, Eliza- 
beth went out on her usual rounds. Re- 
taming home, she went into the work 
room where Catherine was employed with 
the others. 

** Catherine," said she smilingly, and in a 
peculiarly significant tone, **does thee 
know Friend Stanley, the lecturer f" 

"Yes," said Catherine, trying to speak 
indiftrentlj, but with many " blushing op- 
poiitioiM," appearing and vanishing from 

Id 
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her face, ^ I knew him, some time linee. — 
I lived at his father's. 

** What made me ask thee," said Elisa- 
beth, ** waa this ; 1 was at the anii-alaverj 
office this morning, and found there friend 
Stanley and Friend Worthinglon, who had 
jnst arrived. Charlotte Grey's husband 
was in, and said to me soon afler I came in, 
* how is Catherine Sinclair ?' 

* Catherine Sinclair!* said Stanley, 
scarcely waiting lor me to reply » and lay- 
ing his hand on Grey's shon^ider ; ' do you 
know anything about her?' 

' Sir,* said Grey, *> do you remember 
the lecture you -gave at such a place, at 
such a time ? (naming the time .and place) 
and do you remember you adverted there 
to the ease of a young female,, who had. 
Aided in the ewape of some slaves T 

* I do,* said Stanley. 

'MissSuiclftir waa that young .female/ 
said Grey, ^jaad was pseaQntat :the time.* 

Chrey is ever fond of ajoke, aiikd 1; luiew 
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there was some mischief in it, for friend 
Stanley was much moved, and Grey great* 
ly enjoyed it, laoghing heartily. So I 
thought 1 would auk thee on my retarn, 
and thee could explain it to me. But Grey, 
turning to me, said, * Catherine now Itvet 
with friend Moore.' * 

* I am happy to renew my acquaintance 
with you,' said Edward Stanley, giying me 
his hand. 

« I have so little dottbt of that,' eaid I, 
«that I was just about asking thee to make 
thy home with me, while in the city.' He 
replied that he was with Worthington ; ao 
I extended the invitation to him, and they 
will all be here at siipper^ before the lee* 
lure, and I shall not #illingly txenae any 
one from attending^ unless, indeed, Cather- 
ine, who has heard him befbie, ohoose to 
remain at home.*' 

The lecturer was very haj^p/ that eren* 
ing. So thought the audienee -i^&o iiear4 
him, and no th<>tight Gattheiine. < What « 
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rannion ? what a week oi happinei*;! Tht 
nnfolding of these pare, lovely hearts to 
each other, the mutual history of their 
lives since God made their souls one, who, 
who can do justice too ? for with it was 
#OTen that history o^ the affections which 
love yields to love alone. He told her, 'tis 
true^ how tried his lot had been from the 
hour when duty was made plain to him, the 
opposition and alienation of his nearest 
friends, his espousal of the cause of the 
slave, and the incidents of his public career ; 
/ but he wrought in with this, that life which 
IS within the sours vail. He told her how 
his sick chamber looked afler their first 
parting, and how deeply the new born love 
in his heart was baptised in tears. **! 
neve^ prayed," said he, "but what I felt 
as if you prayed with me. I would sing, 
and your voice seemed mingling in the 
chorus. Yet I loved not Grod the less. 
I prayed to him, I loved him the more, for 
wu it not virtue and religion I loved in 



TtJK (S\00p MlSTEKta 164 

you ? As soon as I was well, I sought yoa, 
but vaibly, until sent back to my studies. 
*' After completing my studies, I went to 
the South with an intention of preachinj^ 
there Oh! Catherine, who that has 
knowrt or loved God could remain there ? 
I was obliged to preach the truth, and then 
obliged to fly for preaching it. But, dear- 
est Catherine, it was the unity of our det^ 
tiny, and I know that my t>ersonal ezpe^ 
rience at the South has given an interest to 
my lectures they would not otherwise have 
had. I returned full of sympathy for the 
slave, and gave myself, in the name of Je- 
hovah, to their cause. How little did I 
think on the night of the lecture in -— ^— 
when I made that offhand, boyish avowal 
which has furnished such an inexhaustible 
fUnd of mirth and raillery for Grey, that 
you were in the crowded hall ; and yet, 
afler all, I remember, after I bad spoken 
thoee words, that a strange indefinable un* 
conicioasness we sometimes have of an- 
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other's presence, withoatany outward evU 
dence, passed through my mind like a flash 
of lightning. I had almost despaired of ever 
seeing you till that evening in the porch 
of Mr. Sydney's house, when your hasty 
whisper to Worthington sent a tide of new 
life through my heart. Tou were gone in 
a moment. Tou know our situation, and 
that I could not follow you, H it were you, 
of which I had no other evidence than the 
tones of a whisper indistinctly heard, I 
resolved to return and see you. AH 
through my toilsome journey, hope sup- 
ported me; but when I returned^to Mt*. Syd* 
ney*s in high expectation, and wai again 
disappointed, my heart sunk» Some fatal- 
ity seemed to separate us, and might do so 
till you were another's. Nothing but my 
devotion to the great work 1 had undertak- 
en, and my faith in Qod restored me. — 
I arrived at New York. 1 had no thoughts 
that happiness was so near. I went into 
the office, and when Grey mentioned your 
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name, if the soand had fallen from angel's 
lips, it could not have come more like heav- 
en's music to mj ears. I should see you, 
should hear jou speak! The thought filled 
my heart. I could ask no more." 

It was the desire of Ezra Worthington 
that Catherine should remain a year under 
the educational training of ElizahethMoore. 
After that period had expired she removed 
for life to her new home with the Worth- 
ingtons. Here, in that season when na- 
ture is all eloquent of love and heanty, 
£dward Stanley, and Catherine Sinelair 
were united, who had loyed so well, and, 
for a wonder, had loved so wisely. The 
marriage of such a pair, devoted to Christ 
and Christ's poor, is a blessing and only a 
blessing. 
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